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ACT  I. 

SCENE  l.—Ajaccio,  in  Corsica.  AGateof  an  Hotel, 
near  it  a  stone  tench,  under  window. 

Enter  BARNABY  PUBTBALL,  leading  Corsican 
"porters,  who  carry  luggage,  gun  cases. 
Bar.  That's  right,  my  boys ;  that's  the  hotel, 
eh  ?  Let  me  see,  how  many  tninks  and  parcels — 
nine,  ten,  eleven ;  "  Colonel  Neville,"  "  Miss 
Neville ;  this  side  to  be  kept  upwards."  Carry 
them  in,  and  my  master  and  mistress  will  be  here 
directly.  (Porters  enter  gate  with  luggage,  R.  h.)  So 
this  is  Corsica  ;  master  hired  me  at  Genoa.  I  made 
him  believe  I  knew  every  inch  of  this  island,  and 
so  I  thought  I  did,  but  now  we  have  landed  I  find 
I  have  never  been  here  before.  I  am  engaged  as 
valet  and  courier.  It  was  Corfu,  not  Corsica,  where 
I  lived.  Perhaps  Colonel  Neville  may  not  find  out 
my  mistake — at  any  rate,  I  shan't  say  anything  to 
my  own  detriment.  They  come !  I'U  pop  into  the 
hotel  and  bespeak  the  best  rooms. 

l^Exit  at  gate. 
Enter  COLONEL  NEVILLE,  with  LYDIA 
NEVILLE  on  his  arm ;  Corsican  porter,  and, 
English  maid,  with  hand  boxes,  portfolios,  parasol, 
camp-chair  ;  they  enter  gate.  Colonel  and  Lydia 
advance. 

Col.  Well,  Miss  Neville,  this  is  a.  new  flight  for 
us  birds  of  passage. 

Lyd.  Why,  father,  tired  with  the  monotony  of 
old  England,  we  have  roamed  from  country  to 
country. 

Col.  And  disappointed  with  all. 

Lyd.  We  have  found  Italy  the  most  wearisome 
land  on  the  face  of  the  globe. 

Col.  No  sporting !  You  may  tramp  thirty  miles 
through  the  Campagna  of  Rome,  in  a  broiling  sun, 
to  kill  a  few  good-for-nothing  red  partridges. 

Lyd.  So  now  to  banish  ennui  we  have  quitted 
Genoa,  and  seek  adventure  in  Corsica.  I  love 
travelling  on  horseback ;  a  bivouac  by  night  in  the 
mountains  will  be  quite  a  treat. 

Col.  Now,  that  was  a  fine  manly-looking  fellow, 
our  companion  on  the  voyage  hither. 

Lyd.  A  very  superior  person  indeed.  Notwith- 
standing his  plain  uniform,  he  had  an  aristocratic 
appearance,  but  much  too  frank  and  cheerful  for 
a  hero  of  romance. 

Col.  He  told  me  he  was  a  Corsican,  and  that  I 
shall  find  excellent  sport  if  I  do  not  mind  fatigue. 
Now,  where  is  our  new  servant  I  hired  at  Genoa  ? 


I  set  him  at  work  to  ask  the  captain  of  the  galliot 
what  our  fellow  traveller  might  be,  for  I  am  much 
prepossessed  with  him. 

Enter  BARNABY /rom  gate,  r.  h. 

Well,  Bamaby!  (Crosses  i.  h.) 

Lyd.  I  wish  you  would  alter  the  name  of  your 
servant,  sir — Bamaby  is  so  utterly  unromantic. 

Col.  Shall  I  call  him  by  his  surname,  then  ?  Let 
me  see,  what  is  your  surname  ? 

Bar.  PufibaU,  sir ;  Barnaby  Puif ball. 

Lyd.  Ah!  a  thousand  times  more  dreadful ! 

CoZ.  Have  you  discovered  what  the  person  in  the 
uniform  is  ? 

Bar.  I  asked  the  captain  of  the  ship,  sir,  and  he 
says  as  how  he  is  a  very  gentlemanly  man,  sir,  aud 
a  relation  of  his  own. 

Lyd.  A  relation  ? 

Bar.  Yes,  miss ;  second  cousin  to  his  eldest 
nephew's  god-father ! 

Lyd.  A  close  affinity,  indeed ! 

Ror.  Yes,  miss,  I  was  pertikler  in  inquiring. 
The  gentleman  is  of  a  great  family,  too — a  family  of 
corporals. 

Col.  What !  are  there  whole  families  of  corporals 
in  Corsica  ? 

Bar.  Oh  dear  yes,  sir.  {Aside.)  Mustn't  seem  not 
to  know. 

Lyd.  Well,  I  must  say  for  a  corporal  he  has  an 
excellent  air  of  good-breeding. 

Col.  And  that  is  the  reason  why  so  many  of  them 
make  good  officers. 

(GERONYMO,  master  of  hotel,  appears 
at  door.) 

Lyd.  And  now,  my  dearest  father,  I,  as  in  duty 
bound,  will  superintend  our  domestic  arrangements 
in  our  new  abode.  How  quiet  are  the  streets  ?  No 
loud  talking,  singing,  or  laughing,  as  in  the  towns 
of  Italy.  Oh,  I  fear  me  we  shall  find  that  Corsica 
is  a  very  grave  place ;  nevertheless,  I  will  amuse 
myself  by  a  study  of  its  character  and  customs. 

£Exit  Lydia  at  door,  hov:ed  in  by  master 
of  hotel  and  maid. 

Col.  My  romantic  daughter,  my  charming  com- 
panion !  (Loo7cs  off.)  Ah,  ah!  our  hero  approaches! 

Enter  ANTONIO  BELLA  REBBIA  and  Sailor. 
Ha!  mon  hrave.    Pray  may  I  ask  what  regiment 
you  have  served  in  ? 

Ant.  (Aside)  Rather  familiar,  this  Englishman ! 
I  have,  sir,  just  quitted  the  Seventh  Regiudent.of 
Light  Infantry. 

Col.  You  are  going  home  on  furlough,  I  suppose  ? 
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Ant.  No,  sir,  tljey  have  put  me  on  half  pay ;  and 
I  certainly  am  returuinp;  to  my  native  mountains, 
light  of  hope,  lifrht  of  money,  as  the  song  says. 

Col.  You  must  find  it  hai-d,  my  friend,  with  your 
half-pay  to  buy  tobacco.  Here,  corporal.  (Offering 
gold.)   'You  won't  say  no  to  a  louis  d'or  ? 

Ant.  {Indignantly  draxcing  back.)  Colonel, 
permit  me  to  "cive  you  two  pieces  of  advice  ;  the 
first  is,  never  otfor  money  to  a  Corsican,  for  there 
are  some  amou?  my  countrymen  who  would  be  un- 
mannerly enoush  to  throw  it  back  in  your  face. 

Bar.  (Aside.)    What  fools. 

Ant.  The  other  piece  of  advice  is,  sir,  not  to  pive 
people  titles  to  which  they  do  not  lay  claim.  You 
call  me  corporal,  I  am  a  lieutenant  in  the  French 

Col.  A  lieutenant !  "Why,  I  was  assured  you  were 
a  corporal,  like  your  father  and  all  the  family. 

Ant.  Ah  !  now  I  see  it ;  it  did  not  before  strike 
me— Ha!  ha!  ha!— pardon  me,  sir, for  laughing— 
Ha ! ha !  ,       ,     x 

Bar.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  (Colonel  turns  sharply  to 
Barnahy.)  Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  laughing  is 
catching.  .    .        .  ^.,  , 

Ant.  The  drollery  of  this  mistake  is  irresistible. 
It  is  true  my  family  boasts  of  numbering  corporals 
among  its  ancestors;  but  our  Corsican  corporals 
never  had  stripes  on  their  sleeves. 

Bar.  (Apart.)  Had  them  on  their  backs,  per- 
haps. . 

Col.  I  am  never  above  correction ;  into  what 
error  have  I  fallen? 

Ani.  Listen,  sir.  About  the  year  1100,  some 
communes  having  revolted  against  the  tyranny  of 
the  mountain  lords,  elected  chiefs,  whom  they 
called  capomli,  or  corporals.  We  esteem  it  a  great 
honour  in  our  island  to  be  descended  from  these 

Col.'  A  thousand  pardons !  I  hope  you  will 
excuse  mv  mistake. 

(Holds  out  his  hand,  which  Antonio  grasps.) 

Ant,  I  am  not  in  the  least  offended— nay,  justly 

punished  for  my  small  pride.    And  since  I  have 

been  so  badly  announced,  I  must  introduce  myself. 

My  name  is  Delia  Rebbia. 

(C'oionel  hows,  and  turning  his  head, 
sees  Barnaby  also  bowing.) 
Col.  Have  you  nothing  to  do,  sirrah,  but  wasting 
your  time  here  ?    Begone ! 
Bar.  Oh! 

[^Goes  up,  and  enters  gate,  e.  h. 

Ant.  Yon  doubtless.  Colonel,  have  visited 
Corsica  for  the  sake  of  field  sports.  1  shall  be  de- 
lighted to  do  the  honours  of  our  mountains  for 
yon— if ,  indeed,  I  have  not  forgotten  them. 

Col.  1  shall  be  glad  to  accept  your  offer.  Lieu- 
tenant Delia  Rebbia,  I  have  faced  many  of  your 
countrymen  during  the  Spanish  campaign.  They 
were  capital  sharpshooters ;— I  have  reasou  to  re- 
member them. 

Ant.  (Quickly.)     Sir? 

Col.  Lieutenant,  I  shall  not  suppose  that  you 
have  forgiven  my  ridiculous  mistake,  unless  you 
will  do  me  the  favour  to  dine  with  my  daughter 
and  myself. 

Ant.  I  accept,  sir,  your  invitation  with  pleasure, 
and  yon.  Colonel,  must  pay  me  a  sporting  visit  on 
my  wild  domain.  I  am  about  to  sell  the  estate 
if  I  can  —  that  affair  —  and,  to  get  my  only 
sister  married — brought  me,  the  moment  I  was  at 
liberty,  to  my  native  land.  A  long  intercourse 
with  a  great  part  of  Europe,  I  confess,  has  almost 


weaned  me  from  Corsica. — But  come,  sir,  to  the 
point  of  yonder  rock,  and  I  will  show  yoQ  the 
mountain  on  which  is  built  my  birth-place. 

Col.  Plenty  of  pheas.ant3  you  say?    Let  us  be- 
hold  the  locale,  hjwever  distant. 

Ant,  This  way,  Colonel. 

[^Ezeunt,  l.  H. 

if ttstc— Enter  CHILINA,  r.  h.,  in  the  wild  attire  of 
a  Mountain  Peasant — she  has  a  basket  filUd  with 
fruit — she  place's  the  ba.-'kct  on  tht  stone-bench,  and 
sings  the  following  Ballata,  or  Lament,  MISS 
NEVILLE  appears  at  u-indoir,  and  listens. 

SONG.— Chilina. 

'Twasfrom  behind  the  coicards  struck, 
T/io'  quatl'd  before  his  glance, 
They  never  faced  him  as  he  faced 
Full  oft  the  foes  of  France. 


Ifytcell-tcon  cross  of  honour  place 
Before  my  darkening  eye, 
lis  ribbon's  rei,  m'j  gory  scarf 
Is  stoined  a  deeper  dye ! 

And  when  my  son,  now  far  away, 
Shall  seek  his  home  once  more. 
Give  him  his  mirdered father's  cross, 
This  scarf  stiff  with  his  gore  I 

And  vengeance  claims,  and  doubt  ye  not. 
Will  hav?  its  amplest  meed. 
The  hand  that  shot,  the  eye  that  aimed, 
The  heart  that  planned  tht  deed. 

Enter  GERONYMO  from  gate,  e.  h. 

Ger.  Now,  Chilina,  girl,  why  do  yon  stand  sing- 
ing your  lament  there,  instead  of  carrying  tte 
fruit  in  ? 

CHil.  You  know,  Signor  Geronymo,  we  must 
never  forget  the  memory  of  our  good  master.  The 
lament  was  written  by  Signora  Colomba,  the 
daughter  of  Delia  Rebbia. 

Ger.  (r.)  Have  not  the  whole  family  of  Barri- 
cini  been  tried  and  acquitted  of  the  crime  ?  Pure 
as  snow, 

Chil.  (i..)  For  this  very  good  reason,  the  Barri- 
cini  family  conld  do  just  as  they  pleased  with  the 
judges,  the  lawyers,  the  Prefect,  and  the  gen- 
darmes.   There  is  no  justice  in  Corsica ! 

Ger.  I  put  more  faith  in  a  good  pun  than  in  a 
judge  of  the  Cour  Royale.  Tell  your  uncle, 
Brandollacio,  to  send  me  as  much  game  as  he  can 
shoot,  for  I  have  illustrious  foreign  visitors  in  the 
hotel.  I  deal  with  Brandolaccio,  though  he  is  aa 
outlaw. 

Chil.  He  was  outlawed  in  a  good  cause.  He  shot 
the  man  who  killed  his  father. 

(Takes  up  basket.— Chilina  smgs,) 

And  vengeance  claims,  and  doubt  ye  not. 
Will  have  its  am}dest  rr.eed  ; 
The  hand  that  shot,  the  eye  that  aimed. 
The  heart  that  planned  the  deed ! 

[Exit  C?ii!inaat  cafe,  L.  s.— Geronymo 
rubbing  his  hands.) 

Enter  MISS  NEYILLE,  from  gate,  R.  H. 

Lyd.  Pray  what  might  be  the  origin  of  that  wild 
strain,  sung  by  the  peasant  girl,  jnst  now. 
Ger.  It  means  a  vengeance  to  be  inflicted  on  a 


LEOLA  COLOMBA. 


relative,  more  or  less  remote,  of  the  original 
offender. 

Irt/d.  Elucidate  a  little  further. 

Oer.  We  Corsicans  never  forgive  an  injury. 
Colonel  Delia  Rebbia  and  Monsieur  Barricini,  the 
Advocate  and  Mayor,  were  the  heads  of  rival 
families.  To  settle  disputes  here,  the  assistance  of 
a  baudit  is  sometimes  availed  of.  Certain  it  is 
that  about  two  years  ago  the  Colonel  was  found 
shot,  wounded  mortally,  and  it  has  not  yet  been 
satisfactorily  explained  who  committed  the  cruel 
deed.  But  I  must  drop  this  discourse  now,  as  here 
comes  the  Prefect  of  Ajaccio. 

Lyd,  And  why  should  he  not  overhear  you  ? 

Ger.  Because  he  helped  to  adjudicate  the  fatal 
affair.  He  is  a  Frenchman  of  the  old  school ;  and 
he  pronounced  that  Barricini  was  guiltless  of  any 
participation  in  the  death  of  Colonel  Delia  Eebbia. 

Enter  DUDEVANT,  the  Prefect,  xj.  t..  e. 

Bade,  (c.)  Pray,  Signer  Geronymo,  have  I  the 
honour  to  address  in  yonder  lady  the  daughter  of 
Colonel  Neville  ?  (He  bows  to  Lydia.)  I  have  done 
myself  the  honour  to  bring  your  passports,  pro- 
perly countersigned,  myself. 

Lyd.  (b.)  I  am  greatly  obliged,  sir.  I  am 
ashamed  that  you  should  have  had  the  trouble. 

Dude,  Ah,  mademoiselle,  if  you  knew  the  plea- 
sure the  sight  of  your  fair  countenance  gives  me,  you 
would  not  allude  to  trouble.  Mademoiselle,  I  am 
devoured  by  ennui  in  this  horrible  island,  after 
many  years  of  the  enjoyment  of  the  gaieties  of 
Paris !  Mademoiselle,  my  royal  master  graciously 
appointed  me  Prefect  of  this  department,  and  my 
employment  has  been  a  continual  endeavour  to 
prevent  one  half  of  the  population  from  cutting 
the  throats  of  the  other  half. 

Lyd    An  agreeable  occupation,  indeed ! 

Dude.  Mademoiselle,  I  have  tried  to  introduce 
Parisian  amusements — balls — no,  in  vain  ;  the  Cor- 
sicans have  other  sorts  of  halls  of  their  own — and 
they  are  frequently  given  and  returned.  I  have 
placed  fictitious  comedy,  before  them,  but  they 
prefer  acting  in  their  own  real  tragedies.  Made- 
moiselle, they  are  a  set  of  brutes  ! 

(Geronymo,  enraged,  at  the  hack,  draws 
out  a  long  knife  from  his  sleeve  ;  but 
conceals  it  as  COLONEL  NEVILLE 
and  ANTONIO  enter.) 

I/y&.  My  father !  Colonel  Neville,  this  is  Mon- 
sieur the  Prefect.  {They  how.)  He  has  been  good 
enough  to  be  himself  the  bearer  of  our  passports. 

Dude.  Permit  me  to  offer  you.  Colonel,  my 
marked  courtesy.  Mademoiselle,  —  (Crosses  to 
Lydia.) — allow  me  to  be  profuse  in  my  civilities.  I 
have  a  lively  pleasure  in  talking  of  Paris  and  the 
great  world  with  a  lady  who  has  travelled  so 
much,  seen  so  much  society  in  various  parts  of 
Europe. 

Col.  And  here  is  an  introduction  I  must  make — 
a  brother  soldier,  though  much  my  junior— can 
trace  his  lineage  from  the  tenth  century.  But, 
though  a  recent  acquaintance,  my  dear  sir,  I 
would  bespeak  your  esteem.  Lieutenant  Delia 
Bebbia ! 

{Antonio  bows  to  Miss  Neville.) 

Dude.  {Starting.)  Delia  Rebbia!  There  —  my 
nerves  are  again  on  the  rack.  Here  will  be  more 
murder  to  prevent  1     (To  Antonio.)    I — I — I 

^nt.  Sir! 

Dude.  {Aside.)  The  very  tone  of  voice!  Sir,  I 
had  the  honour  to  know  your  father,  the  Colonel. 


Ant.  You  knew,  then,  sir,  a  good  man. 

Dude.  (Emborrassed.)  Ton  have  travelled  a  good 
deal.  Lieutenant.  You  must  have  forgotten  Cor- 
sica— and  its  customs  ? 

Ant.  It  is  true.  I  was  very  young  when  I  left 
it. 

Dude.  I  make  no  doubt.  Lieutenant,  you  have 
been  too  long  in  the  French  army  not  to  have 
become  wholly  French. 

Ant.  {Proudly.)  We  Corsicans,  sir,  do  not  regard 
it  as  a  prodigious  compliment  to  be  reminded  that 
we  belong  to  the  great  nation !  We  choose  to  be  a 
distinct  people.  Do  you  think,  monsieur,  that  a 
Corsican  has  need  to  servo  in  the  French  army  to 
make  him  a  man  of  honour  ? 

Dude.  Certainly  not.  I  speak  only  of  certain 
customs  of  this  country,  some  of  which  are  not 
such  as  a  servant  of  the  Government  could  wish. 
Colonel  Neville,  and  you,  fair  mademoiselle;  I 
humbly  hope  I  shall  receive  the  honour  of  a  visit 
from  you  at  the  Prefecture.  I  have  the  honour  to 
salute  you!    Adieu,  adieu ! 

[Boies  cercmonieusZy,  ond  exits,  v.  E. 

L.  H. 

Lyd.  And  that  is  a  specimen  of  a  prefect ! 

Col.  Appears  to  me  to  be  an  agreeable  animal  of 
the  class.  {The  Colonel  walks  up.) 

Ant.  An  odd  sort  of  person,  with  his  emphatic 
manners  and  air  of  mystery. 

Lyd.  You  have  spoken  of  a  sister  of  yours. 

Ant.  Yes ;  when  I  quitted  my  home,  Colomba 
was  young ;  but  your  indications  of  courage  and 
decision,  alas  !  with  ray  acquired  knowledge  of  the 
world's  refinements,  I  fear  I  shall  find  her  almost 
without  education,  and  thoroughly  impregnated 
with  the  barbarous  notions  of  her  country. 

Col.  Barnaby,  unpack  the  guns. 

[_Exit  into  hotel,  E.  H. 

Lyd.  Lieutenant  Delia  Rebbia,  our  acquaintance 
has  indeed  been  very  brief — but,  do  yon  know,  I  do 
not  think  the  Prefect  so  mysterious.  I  find  myself 
acquainted  with  your  secret ;  I  am  aware  of  the 
calamity  that  has  befallen  yonr  family ;  I  have 
heard  much  of  the  vindictive  character  of  your 
countrymen,  and  of  their  manner  of  taking  ven- 
geance  ?    Was  it  not  to  this  the  Prefect  alluded  ? 

Ant.  Do  you,  then,  think  me  capable  of  becoming 
an  assassin?  When  I  think  of  my  poor  father, 
horrible  thoughts  beset  me.  Thanks  to  yon,  I  am 
for  ever  delivered  from  them.  Again  and  again,  I 
thank  you  !  It  is  but  a  few  days — during  our 
voyage  hither,  indeed — that  I  have  had  the  honour 
of  making  your  acquaintance.  I  am  all  alone  here ; 
I  had  only  you,  Miss  Neville,  to  keep  me  from  the 
national  madness ;  you  were  my  guardian  angel, 
and  now 

Lyd.  And  now,  to  nphold  that  reason  of  yours, 
so  easily  shaken,  you  have  your  honour  as  a  man 
and  a  soldier ;  and,  if  that  will  be  of  any  service  to 
you,  the  remembrance  of  your  guardian  angel. 
(Playfully.)  You  have  a  friend  who  would  be 
wretched  to  know — you  were  hanged!  Besides, 
what  a  sad  thing  this  would  be  for  your  noble 
ancestors  of  the  tenth  century — the  last  of  the 
family  tree  on  the  fatal  tree !    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

[^Exeunt  Lydia. 

Ant.  No ;  it  cannot  be  !  Ah !  one  moment  her 
manner  approaches  an  unusual  kindness,  in  the 
next  I  am  foiled  and  disconcerted  by  her  plea- 
santries. It  is  a  mere  casual  acquaintance,  and 
will  soon  be  forgotten.  I  dare  not  even  to  aspire 
to  such  a  hope !  lExit,  v,  e,  l.  h. 
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Enter   COLOXEL   NEVILLE    and   3AENABY, 
from,  gate,  r.  h 

Bar.  Oil,  sir! 

Col.  WeU,  what  now? 

Bar.  Oh,  sir  1  looking-  at  those  beautiful  pointers 
you  have  bronght  over,  made  me  think  of  Old 
England.  La !  sir,  it  is  lucky  you  have  engaged 
me  as  an  Enslish  servant !  I  find  the  poor  dogs 
don't  understand  the  Corsican  language  no  more 
than  if  they  wure  spoken  to  in  dog-Latin !  "What 
do  you  think  they  were  going  to  feed  them  on  ? 

Col.  I  am  particular  in  their  food. 

Bar.  So  I  said,  sir.  Says  I,  "  Sly  master  won't 
stand  no  nonsense  about  his  dogs'  meat."  The 
■Corsican  fool,  :ir,  was  going  to  give  them  shoe  for 
^nner  ! 

Col.  Shoe? 

Bar.  Cabbage,  sir — cabbage.  They  call  it 
"  shoe,"  the  fools!  English  dogs,  sir,  could  not 
hunt  on  cabbage.  But,  you  see,  sir,  having  been 
in  Corsica  befoie  so  often,  I  knew  where  to  find 
the  cats'-meat  shop,  (^side.)  The  best  butcher's 
— cag-mag  in  perfection  ! 

Coi.  I  have  hardly  had  time  to  look  about  me. 
Describe  this  town  of  Ajaccio. 

Bar.  Yes,  sir.  (Jsidi;.)  What  the  devil  shall 
I  say  ?  Why,  sir,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  it 
is  something  like  onr  Brighton.  Yon  recollect 
our  Brighton,  sir  ?  (4si'dc.)  I  hope  he  has  never 
been  there ! 

Col.  Brighton? 

Bar.  Yes,  sir ;  only  there  is  no  Chain  Pier,  nor 
any  Marine  Parade— no  Kemp  Town— no  Steyne — 
no  libraries — no  bathing-macMnes — no  flies — except 
Diosquitos ! 

Coi.  (^sid*".)  This  is  a  sweet  youth  ! 

Bar.  (Aside.)  I  must  change  the  subject. 

Co!,  Do  you  know  anything  of  the  manners  of 
the  natives  ? 

JJai-.  Oh,  dear  yes,  sir ;  and  a  queer  set  they  are, 
sir.  Tliey  use  garlic  as  a  perfume,  and  they 
haven't  got  a  drop  of  beer  in  the  town. 

Col.  Oh!  you  have  inquired  for  that? 

Bar.  Yes.  sir.    I  have  a  very  inquiring  mind ! 

Col.  Since  you  appear  to  know  so  much  about 
Corsica,  pray  what  are  esteemed  the  best  eat- 
ables ? 

Bar.  Oh,  sir,  that  so  depends  upon  taste!     Let 

)ne  see — there's  fish (J^sidc.)     With  the  sea 

there  must  be  fish.    There  are  very  fine  capers ! 

Col.  Capers  ? 

Bar.  Anchovies,  I  mean!  When  I  was  here 
.efore,  sir,  I  was  inwited  out  to  supper.  The  Cor-- 
leans  are  very  hospitable.  There  were  only  four 
jf  us,  and  we  were  toid  we  were  to  have  sixteen 
e-gs  of  mutton  lor  supper,  sir ! 

Col.  Sixteen  legs  of  mutton  for  four  persons  ? 
■rcry  hospitable,  indeed ! 

Bar.  The  best  of  it  is  to  come.  Says  I  to  the 
Corsican  gentleman  who  inwited  us,  "  What !  six- 
teen legs  of  mutton  for  four  people?"  "Yes," 
•i.aysthe  Corsican  gentleman  that  inwited  us.  When 
the  fcii'c/  was  lifted  up,  there  were  sixteen  sheep's 
trottars ! 

CoJ.  The  sea  air  has  given  me  a  prodigious  appe- 
tite. Barnaby,  see  if  the  dinner  is  forthcoming. 
Xow  to  face  a  specimen  of  Corsican  cookery.  I 
uavo  fonght  my  way  thi'ough  the  French,  Italian, 
and  .Spanish  kitchens,  and  I  am  not  dead  yet.  Oh, 
how  I  long  for  an  English  sirloin,  done  to  a  turn, 
and  flanked  with  horse-radish ! 

[_ExiJt,  L.  E. 


(llfiisic.— COLOMBA  enters,  mdunUd. 
on  a  fmnll   horse,  which  is  led  by 
PERUCCIO,    dressed    trv   a    ragged 
peasant's  costume,  pistol  in  his  belt, 
and  a  gun  in  his  hand.     Coloniba  is 
attned  in  a  picturesque  black  travel- 
ling dress.    S)ie  gmes  at  the  hotel,  and 
with  the  aid  of  Peruccio,  disnoiints. 
Pemccio,  at  a  signal  from  Oolomha, 
leads  the  horse  off.) 
Colom.  Has  my  brother  yet  arrived  ?    or  is  he 
still  floating  on  the  blue  waters  ?    Oh,  how  I  have 
counted  the  hours  since  I  expected  him  !     This 
tedious  delay !  He  has  been  absent  with  the  French 
army  eight  long  years  !  Will  he  recollect  me  ?  Oh, 
yes !    But  time  has  altered  us  both.   Of  whom  shall 
I  inquire  ?     I  am  an  utter  stranger  here.     I  am 
like  a  wild  bird  flown  from  its  native  forest !     I 
must  be  patient,  and  await  his  arrival. 

(Colomba  seats  herself  on  the  stone  bencTi.) 

Enter  COLONEL, /rom  gate,  c. — sees  Colombo. 

Col.  Ah,  ha!  Ahem!  What  goodly  presence  is 
this  ?  Upon  my  life,  a  very  fine-looking  female 
specimen !  She  sits  motionless  as  a  statue.  If  I 
could  steal  a  peep  at  her  countenance.  Her  demure 
eyes  are  fixed  on  the  ground.  {He  staiids  on  tip- 
toe.)  And  now  she  has  entirely  drawn  her  cur- 
tains! An  assignation,  doubtless !  I  wonder  who 
is  the  happy  man  ? 

Btiter  ANTONIO,  L. 

Oh,  ho  !  my  Corporal !  is  it  you?  Yon  lucky  young 
Corsican  ! 

Ant.  Colonel,  Miss  Neville  wants  you. 

(Colomba   springs  from   the    bench — 
gazes  on  Antonio.) 

Colom.  You  are  Antonio  Delia  Bebbia?  I  am 
Colomba  ! 

{Antonio  throws  his  arms   round   7ier 
and  tis.ses  her  affectionately.) 

Col.  Bravo  1  bravo!  eleven  hundred!  (^Ipart.) 
Why,  there's  another ! 

Colom.  Pardon  me,  brother,  for  coming  hither 
without  your  orders  ;  but  I  heard  from  onr  friends 
of  the  probability  of  your  arrival,  and  I  longed  to 
Bee  you.  • 

Ant.  And  our  home. 

Colon.  The  same  dear  home  as  ever,  but  that  it 
has  lost  its  heart-honoured  chieftain  ;  his  venerable 
presence  no  longer  graces  the  dwelling  ;  his  charm- 
ing converse  no  longer  enlivens  our  board ;  but  you 
ai-e  hivppily  come,  my  brother,  and  will  assume  our 
father's  sway  and  position. 

Col.  (Apart.}  Brother!  oh,  that  alters  the  case, 
and  takes  away  all  the  sport.  (Advances.) 

Ant.  This  is  my  sister!  I  should  not  have  knowu 
her  if  she  had  not  told  me  her  name.  Colomba  — 
Colonel  Neville— you  will  be  good  enough  to  excuse 
me.  Colonel!  I  cannot  have  the  honour  of  dining 
with  you  to-day.     My  sister 

Col.  Why,  where  the  deuce  do  yon  mean  to  dine, 
my  dear  fellow  ?  You  know  there  is  but  one  dinner 
in  this  confounded  inn,  and  we  have  bespoken  it. 
Mademoiselle  will  do  my  daughter  a  great  pleasure 
if  she  will  join  us  ? 

Ant.  Such  an  unwarrantable  intrusion.     I 

Co!.  Pooh,  pooh!     I  insist 

Colom.  I  am  most  thankful  for  your  kindness, 
^ir.  (To  ^nloiiio.)  Brother,  I  can  read  your 
thoughts.  You  are  ill  at  ease  for  fear  I  should 
say  or  do  sozaethiug  saTOuriug  too  much  of  oar 
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villagre.  I  will  be  on  my  ^ard.  Ttey  shall  not 
judge  harshly  of  Corsica !  Strangers  shall  revere 
the  deep  sense  of  honour  that  has  been  onr  guide 
through  each  successive  age. 

Col.  Mademoiselle,  my  arm  is  at  your  service. 

Coloin.  (Curtseying.)     Tour  pardon,  sir. 
.1  [Exeunt,  Colonel  Neville,  Colomba,  and 

Antonio  at  gate. 
■  SCENE  11.— Servants'  xoaiting-room  in  the  Motel. 
Enter  CHILINA,  B. 

Chil.  The  jSshing  boats  have  not  come  to  shore 
yet,  so  poor  I  must  wait  to  carry  back  my  cargo. 
Fruit  for  Ajaccio;  fish  for  Pietranera.  They 
make  me  an  animal  of  burthen  both  ways.  The 
women  of  Corsica  get  all  the  hard  work,  while  the 
great  lumps  of  men  can  loll  about,  shoot  game  and 
passengers,  smoke  cigars,  and  make  love. 
Enter  BAENABT,  l. 
JSoi*..  That  hotel-keeper  is  so  jealous,  he  won't 
allow  me  to  lay  the  cloth.  When  I  went  to  clean 
the  knives  he  looked  as  if  he  would  cut  my  throat ; 
EG  I'll  take  the  hint,  I'll  look  on  and  do  nothing. 
There's  the  pretty  little  fruitist  again.  I'll  have 
a  pen'north  of  intellectual  conversation  with  her. 
I  say,  young  woman 

Chil.  {Txo-ning  Irisldy,)  "Well,  what  are  you 
when  you  are  at  home  ? 

Bar.  When  I  am  at  home ;  why,  as  I  am  abroad, 
•that's  a  puzzler.  But  I  flatter  myself,  I  can  make 
myself  at  home  anywhere.  Now,  if  I  paid  you  a 
little  friendly  visit  up  in  the  mountains,  what  would 
you  say  ? 

Chil.  1  should  say  that  you  had  better  stay  where 
you  are.  I've  seen  the  English  Colonel  and  the 
young  lady — I  know  what  they  are,  but  I  can't 
make  you  out  at  all. 

Bar.  Why,  if  you  want  to  know,  my  dear,  I  am 
a  livery  man  of  London,  a  highly  respectable  cha- 
racter. 

Chil.  Then  I  tell  you,  at  once,  that  highly  re- 
spectable characters  are  very  likely  to  lose  their 
■characters  up  our  way.  We  have  more  bandits 
•with  us  than  in  any  other  parts  of  Corsica. 

Bar.  Dear  me !  what,  real  thieves  ? 

Chil.  Thieves,  no — Mr.  Livery  man !  Unfortunate 
gentlemen  who  are  driven  to  the  rocks  by  misfor- 
•tune !     My  uncle  is  a  bandit ! 

Bar.  Your  -unde !  oh,  aye,  then  you  are  one  of 
his  little  pledges? 

Chil.  My  poor  uncle  has  no  other  home. 

Bar.  What  a  pity  that  they  won't  let  him  lodge 
in  jail !  Young  gentlemen  taken  in  and  done  for. 
Washing  and  ironing  gratis  ! — What  is  your  name, 
my  dear  ? 

Chil.  Chilina! 

Bar.  Do  you  spell  it  with  a  K  ? 

Chil.  No;  it  is  the  short  for  Michelina ! 

Bar.  Short  for  Michelina !  Well,  Michelina  is  a 
long  name,  and  you  are  quite  right  to  have  the 
long  and  the  short  of  it.  Do  you  know,  I  think 
jou  are  very  pretty. 

Chil.  I  wish  I  could  return  you  the  compliment. 

Bar.  That's  a  difference  of  taste,  my  dear. 

Chil.  All  the  difference  between  good  and  bad. 

Bar.  The  wind  must  have  blown  very  sharp  as 
you   came    to  town  this  morning— quite  frizzed  j 
your  wit  up. 

Chil.  Then  how  it  must  have  rained  where  you 
were,  it  has  quite  damped  your  powder. 

Bor,  Damped  my  powder?    don't  exactly  see 


that.  Some  more  ■vnt  on  my  name — Pufiball,  I 
suppose.  Well,  I  think  I  shall  be  up  your  way 
some  of  these  afternoons— I  heard  the  Colonel  say 
that  I  and  him  •syere  going  to  the  mountains  to 
shoot  nancy  goats  !  I  suppose  there's  a  comfort- 
able stage  coach. 

Chil.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Bar,  Any  diligence  ? 

Chil.  Oh,  no— of  no  use. 

Bar.  Why,  my  good  girl  ? 

Chil.  There  are  not  any  roads. 

Bar.  Then  your  bandits  can't  be  highway  robbers 
after  all  ?  We  shall  find  our  way  easy  enough  by 
the  finger-posts.  I  assure  you  I  have  lost  my  art 
to  you,  and  that  I  am  somebody  in  the  world.  I'm 
a  gentleman's  gentleman,  if  you  know  what  that 
is,  and  I  shall  be  proud  to  cultiwate  your  further 
acquaintance.  I  shall  be  'appy  to  patronize  you. 
Enter  GEBONIMO. 

Ger.  Sir,  the  Colonel  is  calling  for  his  fellow. 

Bar.  His  fellow,  indeed!  Well,  I  never  met 
with  his  fellow  in  all  my  bom  days !  Good-bye, 
Chilina,  for  short.we  shall  meet  again ! 

LEa;euiit  Barnahy  and  Geronimo. 

SCENE    III.— A   Saloon  in   the   Hotel.    A    table, 

round  which  are  seated  COLONEL  NEVILLE, 

LYDIA,    COLOMBA,    and    ANTONIO,    at   the 

dessert.     Three  guns  against  the  wall;  an  <ypen 

window. 

Col.  Well,  Lieutenant,  we  have  drunk  the 
healths  of  both  our  monarchs.  May  our  respective 
countries  long  enjoy  the  blessings  of  peace !  Now 
the  dinner  is  over,  I  o'svn  I  cannot  say  much  in. 
favour  of  Corsican  cookery. 

Ant.  You  and  I  have  both  fared  much  worse  in 
the  Peninsula,  Colonel. 

Col.  True.  If  bad  is  the  best  here,  bad  is  better 
than  none  at  all,  which  was  frequently  the  case  in 
Spain. 

Ant.  Colonel,  excuse  me,  you  fought  bravely  in 
the  Spanish  campaign.  You  should  have  a  pride 
in  wearing  your  orders  of  merit. 

Col.  Sorry  to  say  my  merit  is  at  present  un- 
decorated.  Perhaps  we  shall  be  remembered  some 
day.    Your  sister  has  no  appetite. 

Ant.  She  is  perhaps  a  little  scared.  It  is  pro- 
bably the  first  time  in  her  life  that  she  has  been 
among  well-bred  strangers, 

Colom.  I  am  indeed  unused  to  society.  I  can 
only  represent  the  primitive  manners  of  the  Cor- 
sicans. 

Lyd.  I  assure  you  I  am  charmed  with  your 
sister.  She  is  very  graceful.  {Coloniba  talces  a 
Tcnife  from  table,  and  examines  it  dagger  fashion.) 
Why  do  you  inspect  that  so  closely? 

Colom.  The  blade  is  not  so  well  tempered  as 
mine. 

Lyd.  Yours  ? 

Colom.  Yes ;  see ! 

(She  draxi:s  a  poniard /rom  7icr  vest.) 

Lyd.  What!  Is  it  the  fashion  of  this  country 
for  ladies  to  carry  such  a  charming  little  imple- 
ment as  that  about  them  ? 

Colom.  (Sighs.)  It  is  very  necessary.  There  are 
so  many  bad  people. 

Lyd.  And  would  you  really  have  the  courage  to 
use  it  ? 

Colom.  To  defend  myself  or  my  friends— yes! 
Alas!  they  are  requisite  should  anyone  give  you 
the  rimbecco ! 
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Lyd.  The  rimheeco  f  Pray,  may  I  ask,  what  is 
the  meaning  of  "  giving  the  rimheeco  T" 

Colom.  Why,  it  is  to  jiut  the  most  deadly  insult 
upon  a  Corsican,  to  reproach  him  with  not  having 
revenged  himself  I 

Ant.  (Uneasy,  apart.)  It  is  as  I  expected. 

Col.  Now,  Lieutenant,  I  ask  you  frankly  if  yon 
do  not  wish  to  converse  in  private  with  your  sister, 
and  without  constraint?  Miss  Neville  and  I  will 
withdraw,  and 

Ant.  I  thank  yon.  Colonel;  but  I  assure  you 
that  Colomba  and  I  shall  have  plenty  of  time  to 
talk  over  affairs  when  we  arrive  at  our  village 
residence  in  Pietranera. 

{Colomha  has  heen  glancing  furtively  at 
the  guns.  She  rises,  and  approaches 
them.) 

Colom:  What  fine  guns !  Are  they  yours, 
brother  ? 

Ant.  No  ;  they  are  the  iColonel's  English  guns, 
and  they  are  as  good  as  they  are  handsome. 

Colom.  I  should  very  much  wish  you  to  have  one 
like  them. 

Col.  If  it  will  gratify  you  or  your  brother,  he  is 
heartily  welcome  to  accept  one.  Take  your  choice, 
mademoiselle.     Select !  (AH  up.) 

Ant.  Nay,  Colonel  Neville,  I  really  must  de- 
cline. 

Col.  Colomba  shall  choose  for  yon. 

Colom.  (Aside  )  I  shall  not  wait  to  be  asked 
twice.  (Tafces  up  a  gun — inspects  it  curiously.) 
This  ought  to  carry  ball  well ! 

Col.  It  is  a  light,  well-finished  gun.  What  say 
you,  Colomba,  shall  we  descend  on  the  beach 
yonder,  and  try  its  effect  on  that  flock  of  cur- 
lews? 

Colom.  1  should  be  delighted !  (Overjoyed.) 

Ant.  Colomba,  you  forget  yourself  ! 

Col.  We  will  soon  retnm.  {Colonel  puts  on  his 
shot-helt.)  Lydia,  my  dear,  entertain  the  Lieu- 
tenant, and  I  will  give  this  young  descendant  of 
the  Caporali  her  first  lesson  in  shooting.  Come, 
mademoiselle ! 

Colom,  No ;  let  me  carry  the  pruni 

(Admiring  it,  and  throwing  it  aliout.) 

Col.  Well,  I  vow  this  young  lady  would  have 
made  an  excellent  rifleman  I  Ha,  ha !  this  way, 
this  way ! 

l_Exeunt  Colonel  Neville  and  Colomha. 

Ant.  Miss  Neville,  what  do  yon  think  of  my 
sister  ? 

Lyd.  I  am  very  much  pleased  with  her.  More 
than  with  you,  for  she  is  truly  Corsican,  and  you 
are  half -civilized ! 

Ant.  Well,  I  feel  that  I  am  relapsing  into  bar- 
barism the  moment  I  set  foot  on  this  island,  and  I 
long  to  have  some  conversation  with  you  before  I 
bury  myself  in  my  desert. 

Lyd.  You  must  rouse  your  courage.  Lieutenant. 
Behold  your  sister's  resignation.  She  sets  you  an 
example. 

Ant  Undeceive  yourself.  Put  no  faith  in  her 
resignation.  Every  look  of  hers  tells  me  plainly 
what  she  expects  of  me.  I  perceived  by  the  tone 
of  her  last  letter,  she  has  sworn  the  dissolution  of 
the  Barricini!  See  what  confidence  I  repose  in 
you.  Miss  Neville.  She  feels  persnaded,  and  it  is 
the  prejudice  of  her  rude  education,  that  the  act 
of  vengeance  belongs  by  ri^ht  to  me,  as  the  head  of 
the  family,  and  that  my  honour  is  pledged  to  it. 

Lyd.  Lieutenant,  behold  this  ring,  it  is  a  veri- 
table antique   from   one  of  the  pyramids.    The 


hieroglyphics  engraven  on  it  gignify  the  motto, 
*'  Life  is  a  combat."  I  beg  your  acceptance  of  this 
curiosity,  and  when  any  ugly  Corsian  thought 
enters  your  mind,  look  at  my  talisman,  and  say  to 
yourself  that  we  must  come  off  victors  from  the 
battle  with  our  evil  passions. 

Ant.  I  will  think  of  you.  Miss  Neville,  when  I 
cast  my  eyes  on  the  ring — I  will  remember. 

(Gun  goes  o#  without.) 

Lyd.  (At  window.)  Your  sister  has  brought  down 
the  curlew,  and  they  return. 

JBnfer  COLOMBA  with  the  qun,  and  COLONEL 

NEVILLE. 
Col.  Bravo !  bravo !  I  never  witnessed  a  more 
steady  aim.  Up  and  away  flew  the  curlew,  the 
foaming  water  rendered  it  a  diflScult  mark,  but 
my  young  rifleman  here,  lodged  the  bullet  in  its 
breast. 

{ColuTiiha  has  gone  to  the  window — she 
rushes    from   it   much    agitated   to 
Antonio — she  trembles  with  rage. 
Ant.  What  ails  you,  Colomba  ? 
Colom.  (In  a  hurried  tone.)  Reload  the  gun  I 
Ant.  Wherefore  ? 

Col.  (Points  to  window.)  Barricini ! 
Ant.  Colomba,  do  not  betray  such  folly, 
Colom.  He  is  yonder — he  who  killed— 
Ant.  Do  not  rave  thus. 

Colom.  My  brother,  we  must  retnm  to onr  strong- 
hold at  Pietranera ;  mischief  is  fabricating  here,  or 
that  old  fiend  would  not  be  making  his  way  to  the 
Prefect's  house.  Nay,  Antonio,  you  mnst  not  re- 
fuse me. 
Lyd.  What  terrible  people  you  Corsicans  are. 
Colom.  Farewell,  and  thanks !  You  must  deign 
to  accept  a  slight  present  from  me.  It  is  deemed 
unlucky  in  our  island  to  take  a  gift  without  offer, 
ing  something  in  return.  You  looked  with  some 
curiosity  on  this  dagger. 

Col.  (Apart.)  Lydia  with  a  dagger,  in  Grosvenor 
Square. 

Colom.  We  Corsicans  have  little  to  give,  except 
our  affection,  which  time  does  not  efface.  This 
weapon  is  precious  to  me. 

Lyd.  It  is  an  extremely  interesting  object.  But 
perhaps  it  is  a  family  heirloom  ? 

Colom.  (Vehemently.)  It  is  not  my  father's 
dagger ! 

Ant.  Miss  Neville,  do  not  disdain  the  poniard  of 
a  king.  This  was  a  gift  to  the  Delia  Bebbla,  from 
Theodore,  King  of  Corsica. 

Lyd.  But  I  cannot  let  you  go  away  thus  dis- 
armed ! 

Colom.  (Proudly.)  My  brother  is  with  me,  and  he 
has  the  good  gun  your  father  gave  us.  The 
moment  for  departure  is  come.  Farewell,  kind 
friends. 

(Colomba  embraces  Miss  Neville,  she 
then  quietly  approaches  the  Colonel, 
and  to  his  surprise,  presents  her  lipg 
to  him.  At  first  he  hesitates,  the  nart 
mojnent  he  gives  her  a  hearty  kiss. 
She  smiles.) 
Come  soon,  and  sport  with  ns  ! 
Col.  Very  pretty  sport,  too ! 

[^Antonio  iiresses  Lydia's  hand  respect- 
fully, bids  her  adieu.  Exeunt  Colomba, 
Antonio,  and  Colonel. 
Lyd.  Strange  but  interesting  pair ;  hehas  wonmy 
father's  heart  •     I  propose  to  myselif  a  noble  task  : 
I  will  civilize  this  descendant  of  the  CaporaU,  and 
make  him  renounce  the  evil  intentions  for  which 
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he  has  returned  to  his  native  land.  How  would 
my  glory  redound  in  having  converted  a  Corsican  I 
(Goes  to  Window.)  The  brother  and  sister  are  in 
their  saddles.  Antonio  turns  his  head  this  way. 
Does  he  guess  my  thoughts  ?  or,  does  he  mean  it 
for  a  last  adieu  ?  He  holds  up  tlie  Enryptian  ring, 
and  presses  it  to  his  lips.     Farewell,  farewell ! 

[_Exit  Lydia,  hastily. 

SCENE  lY.—Chamher  in  the  Prefecture: 
Enter  DTJDEVANT,  l.,  and  BARRICINI,  E. 

Dude.  Welcome,  friend  Barricini ;  what  bring 
you  from  your  mountain  government,  most  potent 
Mayor  of  Pietranera ! 

Barn.  My  customary  visit  to  you.  Tou  kindly 
take  charge  of  my  money,  or,  in  all  probability, 
though  I  am  a  mayor  on  my  own  estate,  some  less 
friendly  person  might  choose  to  lay  hands  on  my 
funds.  (Takes  out  hag  and  notes.)  I  have  received 
my  rents,  there  they  are.  [Gives  them.)  Now,  that 
is  off  my  mind.  You  are  the  most  worthy  prefect 
we  have  ever  had  at  Ajaccio. 

Dude.  You  flatter  me.  I  do  my  best  so  conciliate 
you  all,  but  it  is  like  trying  to  feed  lynses  on 
honey ! 

Barri:  You  have  indeed  taken  gi-eat  pains  to 
suppress  our  partizan  feuds,  and  in  one  important 
particular (Looks  round.)  We  cannot  be  over- 
heard ? 

Dude.  No,  perfectly  safe !  What  do  you  allude 
to? 

Barri.  By  yonr  interest  with  the  French  Minister 
of  War,  in  getting  young  G-uiseppo  G-hilf  uccio  sent 
with  his  company  of  artillery  to  Africa,  instead  of 
returning  home  here  to  Corsica — that  was  a  master 
stroke  of  policy — saved  a  world  of  throat-cutting 
and  shooting  'chrough  the  head. 

Dude.  My  dear  friend,  Barricini,  there  have  been 
so  many  of  these  amiable  little  plots  to  controvert, 
that  I  cannot  recollect  the  particular  ciroam- 
stances. 

Barri.  You  know  that  Gaiseppo  G-hilfucoio  was 
nephew  to  the  deceased  Colonel  Delia  Rebbia  (my 
mortal  foe),  and  beiug  the  nearest  male  relative  in 
the  absence  of  Antonio  Delia  Rebbia,  was  bound  to 
do  the  vengeance.  G-uiseppo  was  a  doubly  dangerous 
fellow,  for  he  was  in  love  with  the  handsome 
Colomba,  his  cousin. 

Dude.  Guiseppo  enamoured  of  Colomba? 

Barri.  Yes  ;  and  she  returned  his  passion. 

Dude.  It  is  a  pity  that  we  have  deprived  her  of 
her  lover. 

Barri.  Poor  thing!  Sbe  has  resembled  a  heu 
falcon  that  has  lost  her  mate  !  Ha,  ha,  ha!  But 
the  Barricini  may  consider  themselves  tolerably 
safe  for  a  time  ! 

Dude.  Why — as  to  that— eh  ? — I  am  not  sure  ! 

Barri.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Dude.  You  are  aware  that  Antonio  Delia  Rebbia 
has  returned  ? 

Barri.  The  devil  he  has !  Then  the  stilettos  and 
carbines  will  go  to  work  asain  ! 

Dude.  He  has  mixed  with  the  world,  and  that,  I 
hope,  may  have  smoothed  down  his  notions  of 
Corsican  summary  justice.  I  will  step  to  my  office 
and  write  you  a  receipt  for  this  money.  Oh,  this 
inexorable  throat-cutting  country  ! 

[Exit  Dudevant,  E.  H. 

Barri.  (After  a  pause.)  Antonio  come  back ! 
This  intelligence  agitates  my  every  nerve  I  Old 
age  has  crept  on  me,  and  the  youthful  impetuosity 


of  feeling  gone,  conscience  upbraids  me  with  tha 
fatal  deed!  (Looks  round.)  No,  no,  no!  I  did 
not  accuse  myself !  I  was  acquitted,  entirely 
cleared,  in  open  court — guiltless  to  all,  save  here! 
(Puts  his  hand  to  his  heart.)  But  dangers  will  soon 
press !  My  sons  and  retainers  must  be  on  the  alert 
— watchful  as  wolves  !  The  Prefect  is  my  friend- 
friends  can  be  bought!  The  gendarmes  ax-e  at  his 
disposal !  I  am  on  the  safe  side !  But,  ah !  that 
last  glare  of  Delia  Rebbia's  eyes !  Hush-hush,  for 
ever ! 

Dudevant  (Without.)  Your  acknowledgment. 

Barri.  (Starts.)  I  said  nothing— I Ha,  ha, 

ha !    Who  calls  ?    I  come,  my  protector ! 

[_Exit  Barricini,  B.  H. 

SCENE  V. — A  Defile  in  the  Mountains  near  Pietra- 
nera.— Moonlight. — (Music.) 

Colomba  (Without.)  Dismount  here.  Lead  the 
horses  by  the  winding  path. 

Antonio  (Without.)  You  are  better  acquainted 
with  these  roads  than  I  am,  my  sister. 

Enter  COLOMBA  and  ANTONIO,  l.  h. 

Colom.  We  approach  our  village.  It  is  also  the 
dwelling  place  of  our  detested  foes,  the  Barricini 
family ! 

^nt.  The  name  of  Barricini  is  always  on  your 
lips. 

Colom.  Onr  poor  father  ! 

Ant.  1  do  not  credit  it. 

Colom.  But  the  proofs 

Ant.  Are  only  yonr  Jealous  suspicions,  Colomha. 
I  have  received  copies  of  all  the  depositions,  and  a 
special  letter  from  the  judge  who  investigated  the 
sad  event.  He  entirely  exculpates  Barricini.  But 
now,  dearest  Colomba,  let  us  talk  of  anything  else, 
for  during  onr  whole  journey  you  have  harped  on 
this  dreadful  subject. 

Colom.  I  will  change  it  for  one  more  agreeable. 
Well,  I  admire  your  taste — I  am  charmed  with 
your  English  beauty.  What  eyes !  What  luxuriant 
hair !  How  fascinating  are  her  exquisite  manners! 
Is  the  Colonel  as  rich  as  he  seems  ?  Is  Lydia  his 
only  daughter  ?  Her  father  is  much  attached  to 
you.     It  would  be  a  good  match. 

Ant.  Colomba,  cease  your  raillery  on  such  a 
subject. 

Colom.  Raillery !  I  never  was  more  in  earnest 
in  my  life.  Our  family  was  rich  formerly ;  it  is 
still  one  of  the  most  noble  in  the  Islands.  There 
is  no  real  nobility  except  in  the  Caporali  families, 
and  you,  Antonio,  are  descended  from  the  most 
ancient  nobility  of  Corsico.  If  I  were  in  your 
place,  Antonio,  I  should  not  hesitate,  I  would 
demand  Miss  Neville's  hand  of  her  father  at  once! 

Ant.  Demand!  Ha!  ha!  demand!  You  are  not 
acquainted  with  the  English  character,  sister ! 

Colom.  I  would  still  demand!  What  objection 
could  this  Englishman  form  to  an  alliance  with  us  ? 

Ant.  I  cannot  help  smiling  at  you,  Colomba. 
(Shouts  ond  fialloa,  l.  h.)     What  sound  is  that  ? 

(Colomha  draws  a  telescope  from  a  jioucli 
siting  acrons  her  shoulder,  and  recon- 
noitres. 
A  dozen  horsemen  coming  through  the  defile  ? 

Colom,.  (Joyfully.)  They  are  our  people  ? 

^nt.  What  people  ? 

Colom.  I  commanded  that  these  brave  fellows 
should  be  collected  to  accompany  you  to  your 
house. 

Ant.  Psba  i 
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Colon*.  Itisnotbecominsrtbat  von,  Antonio  Delia 
Rebbia,  the  head  of  the  family,  should  enter 
Pietranera  without  an  efcort  ;  and  yon  mnst  be 
aware  besides,  that  the  Barriciui  are  capable  of 
eTerythinfr. 

Ant.  Colomba,  I  have  already  requested  you 
never  to  allude  to  the  Barricini,  or  your  unfounded 
suspicions.  I  shall  certainly  not  make  an  exhibi- 
tion of  myself,  going  home  surrounded  by  this  pack 
of  idlers,  and  I  am  very  much  displeased  that  you 
have  brought  them  together  -without  consulting 
me. 

Colom.  Yon  have  forgotten  your  country,  brother ! 
It  is  my  place  to  take  care  of  you — {Shouts,  l.  h.) 
— when  your  own  inprudence  exposes  you  to 
danger.    It  was  my  duty  to  do  what  I  have  done. 

They  spring  from  their  horses  and  joyfully 

climb  tlie  hill. 

(3fusic. — A  numljer  of  Corsican  goat- 
herds, in  will  t^tire,  rush  up  the 
dejile  cheering  Antonio  —  they  are 
armed  with  guns  and  dajgen.) 

CHORUS. 

Evivva!  Antonio!  Evivval 
Eagle  face,  eyes  of  fire. 
Living  j^iclure  of  his  sire ; 
Sinevcy  liinh  and  manly  hroiv. 
Me  ne'er  unto  the  foe  uill  how— 
Lo!  the  gun,  and  true  the  liall. 
R&iienge,. revenge  his  father' s  fall! 

Evivva  !    Evivva ! 

SOLO. 

And  voigeance  claims,  and  doubt  ye  not. 

Will  h-jve  its  amplest  meed. 
The  hand  that  shot,  the  c';e  thnt  aimed, 

Xhe  heart  tliat  planned  the  deid. 

CHORUS. 

3forJ;  the  gun,  and  true  the  hnll, 
Renenge,  revenge  his  father' s  fall  ! 

Evivva  ! 

{The  goatherds  form  an  advanced  and 
rear  rjunrd,  and  as  the  characters  pass 
the  dejile,  the  CItorus  gradually  be- 
comes fainter.) 

EXD  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  T. — Picturesque  Interior  of  an  antique 
Chamber  in  the  Tov:er  of  Delia  RelAui — afire-place 
in  an  i.mrr  recess.  The  furniture  ancient,  arms. 
ANTONIO  is  discovered  in  an  old  oak  cliair. 

Ant.  An  acquaintance  with  the  world  has  de- 
cidedly estranjieJ  me  from  the  barbarous  customs 
of  my  countrymen.  The  ruHians  who  composed 
my  escort  were  loud  in  their  imprecations  against 
the  rivals  of  our  family,  and  a  petty  warfare  is 
perpetrated  from  one  side  of  the  street  to  another. 
I  see,  with  dismay,  the  eager  expectation  of 
Colomba  that  I  should  offer  insult  to  the  Barricini. 
All,  all  are  gazing  on  me,  and  wondering  at  my 
■want  of  energy.  It  appears  that  revenge  is  in- 
cumbent on  me  if  I  would  not  pass  for  a  dastard. 
To  be  sure  the  Barricini  are  the  hereditary  enemies 
of  my  family,  but  nothing  short  of  gross,  narrow 
prejudices  could  fix  upon  them  the  imputation  of 
assassins. 


COLOMBA  e«fcr«  at  o  door,  the  bad;  ofthereeett, 
and  busies  herself  at  the  fireplace. 

Ha!  my  sister.  Following  her  domestic  employ- 
ment. Well,  I  trust  that  may  relieve  her  mind  a 
little.  Colomba,  my  dear,  are  yoa  preparing 
breakfast  ? 

Colom.  Breakfast !    Oh,  no  ! 
Ant.    Perhaps    a   favourite    national    dish  for 
dinner  ? 

Colom.  I  am  casting  bullets. 
Ant.  Why  ?— in  Heaven's  name. 
Colom.  You  had  no  bullets  for  the  Colonel's  gnn. 
Ant.   (Aside.)    I   cannot  move  a   step  without 
being   pursued  by  the  image  of    war.     This    is 
affectation !     I  wonder,  Colomba,  such  a  fine  girl 
as  you  are,  that  yon  are  not  married  before  this 
time. 

Colom.  Who  would  wed  a  poor  orphan?  I  wiU 
not  marry  any  but  the  mau  who  shall  have  re- 
venged my  wrongs.    There,  my  task  is  completed. 
( Comes  forward . ) 
Ant.  Well,  then,  to  breakfast. 

(They    sit    at    a    table,  and  Colomba 

occupies   herself   cutting    the    mould 

projecfioiis  of  the  bullets,  and  putting 

tlicm  into  the  belt.) 

What !    is  that  task  to  interfere  with  our  very 

meals  ?    Come,  come,  sister,  we  must  have  .some 

alteration  here.    I  shall  send  to  France  and  Italy 

for  books,  and  I  shall  make  you  study  hard. 

Colom.  You  are  right,  Autonio.  I  am  well 
aware  of  my  deficiences,  and  shall  be  glad  to  learn, 
especially  if  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  instruct 
me. 

Ant.  1  must  have  you  educated,  like  the  women 
of  other  countries. 

C.lom.  Yes,  like  Miss  Neville.  You  will  then 
respect  me. 

Ant.  I  both  love  and  respect  my  dearest  Co- 
lomba 1 

(Musi'. — A  rapping  at  the  door. — Co- 
louiba  starts  up,  takes  a  pistol,  opens  a 
small  loop-hole,  and  peeps  out  suspi- 
ciously.) 
Colom.  Who  is  there  ? 
Chilina.  (Without.)  It  is  I! 

(Colomba  removes  a  heavy  viooden  har, 
and  opens  the  door.) 

Enter  CHILINA,  uifh  a  pheasant,  which  she  gives 
to  Colomta. 

Colom,  Thank  yon,  Chilina,  and  thank  your 
nncle  for  me. 

.flnf.  (--Isidc.)  A  strange  figure  to  intrude  at  a 
breakfast- table. 

Colom.  I  mnst  send  your  nncle  something  in 
return.    Has  he  any  bread  left  ? 

Chil,  No,  mademoiselle  ;  but  gunpowder  is  what 
he  wants  most.  We  have  got  the  chestnuts  come 
now,  so  all  he  wants  at  present  is  powder. 

Colom.  I  will  give  you  a  loaf  for  him,  and  a  horn 
of  powder.  Tell  him  to  be  saving  of  it,  for  it  is 
dear. 

^Int.  Colomba,  to  whom  are  you  giving  alms  in 
this  way  i"  (Apart  to  her.) 

Colom.  To  a  poor  bandit  of  our  village.  Chilina 
is  his  niece. 

^Ivit.  It  strikes  meyou  might  bestow  your  charity 
better. 

Colom.  Ah,  no! 

.4nt.  Why  send  powder  to  a  rascal  who  will  only 
make  use  of  it  for  criminal  purposes  ?    But  for  the 
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deplorable  weakness  with  whict  everybody  here  ,  know  the  assassin,  and  that  hitherto  the  villain 
seems  to  lean  to  the  bandits,  Corsica  would  have  I  has  escaped  the  hand  of  justice.     Will  you  let  hiin 


been  cleared  of  them  lonsr  ago 

Colom.  The  worst  people  of  the  country  are  not 
those  who  have  taken  to  the  hill-side. 

Ant.  Give  them  bread,  if  you  will ;  btxt  I  have 
no  notion  of  your  giving  them  ammunition. 

Colom.  (Gravely.)  Brother,  you  are  master  here, 
and  everything  in  the  house  belongs  to  you  ;  but  I 
will  tell  you  plainly,  I  will  give  the  whole  contents 
of  yonder  trunk  for  this  girl  to  sell,  rather  than 
refuse  powder  to  a  bandit !  Refuse  him  powder  I 
Why,  you  might  as  well  give  him  up  at  once  to  the 
gendarmes  !  What  protection  has  he  against  them 
except  his  cartridges  ? 

Ant.  And  what  may  he  have  done,  this  cherished 
bandit  of  yours  ?  For  what  crime  has  he  fled  to 
the  forest  ? 

Colom.  (Emphatically.)  Brandolaccio  has  com- 
mitted no  crime.  He  killed  the  man  who  assassi- 
nated his  father ! 

Ant.  Again  on  that  subject.'  We  had  a  fellow 
of  the  name  of  Brandolaccio  in  the  regiment,  who 
deserted  from  my  company. 

Colom.  I  will  now  give  you  what  your  uncle 
requires.  (Goes  to  recess,  and  brings  out  a  large  loaf 
and  a  powder  horn.)  Here,  girl!  (At  door,  inalovi 
tone.)  Let  Brandolaccio  watch  well  over  Antonio! 
Remember ! 

\_Miisic. — Exeunt  at  door,  l.  h. 

.411*.  What  a  strange  being  is  my  sister!  (Bises.) 
The  sight  of  these  plain  pieces  of  furniture,  used 
by  my  beloved  mother,  whom  I  fondly  loved,  excite 
a  host  of  sweet  and  painful  emotions  in  my  breast ! 
But  what  will  the  English  strangers  think  when 
they  arrive  ?  Miss  Neville  will  behold  everything 
so  mean,  so  paltry.  It  is  so  utterly  unsuited  to 
persons  accustomed  to  the  elegancies  of  life.  It 
will  inspire  her  with  contempt  for  me. 

Re-enter  COLOMBA,  bars  the  door, 

Colomba,  why  bar  the  door,  is  it  requisite  ? 
Colom.  It  is  always  neces.?ary  tobeonone'sguard. 
Ant.  Compared  with  other  parts  of  the  globe, 
Corsica  seems  to  me  to  have  become  a  place  full  of 
vei-y  peculiar  comforts.  Is  not  the  open  street  free 
for  everybody  ?    I  will  go  forth  and  dispel  this  pre- 
judice !  (Music. — Distant  bell  tolls.) 
Colom.  Hark!  the  bell  of  the  cemetery  where  our 
poor  father  lies.    Antonio  I  Antonio  ! 

(Music. — Colomha   withdraws    a  hlach 
curtain,   and  discovers  a   portrait  of 
Colonel  Delia  Rehhia.  She  kneels  and 
sobs,  "  I  pray  for  his  soul !"    Choris- 
ters, without,  sing,  accompanied  by 
organ, — 
"Mourn,  mourn,  in  sacred  strain, 
P«uce  to  the  soul  of  the  hero,  slain  t 
Mown!" 
Antonio  is  affected,  and  sinlcs  on  his 
Icnees.    The  hell  tolls,     Colomha  pro- 
duces a  small  case,  from  which  she 
draws  a  scarf  stained  with  hlood.) 
Colom.  This  was  your  father's  scarf !  Here  is  the  '  Tjjj/g,. 
lead  that  struck  him.  (Antonio  horriHed.   Shefalls 
into  his  arm.s.)     My  brother!     Brother,  will  you 
avenge  him  ?    Yes,  yes,  you  will !      (Frantically 
hisses  the  scarf.)    Gaze  on  this  till  your  eyeballs 
burst !     Behold  the  blood  of  your  brave  and  noble 
father ! — your  cruelly  murdered  father ! 
Ant.  Colomba ! 
Colom.  Oh !  withdraw  that  look  of  disbelief !    I 


triumph  in  his  deadly  crime  ? 

Ant.  Sister,  you  will  drive  me  to  frenzy !  _  Yours 
is  the  voice  of  a  fatal  inevitable  oracle  calling  for 
blood— innocent  blood !  I  can  no  longer  bear  your 
reproaches  —  give  me  free  air!  Away]!  My 
thoughts  are  as  bewildered  as  those  that  riot  in  a 
madman's  brain ! 

[.Antonio    throijcs  aside  the   har.,  ami, 
rushes  out. 
Colom.  The  chord  at  last  is  struck !  we  shall  be 
amply  avenged ! 

l^Improvises    with   animation.  —  JE^ift 
Colomha. 

SCENE  11.— (Drop.)    Pine  forest  and  hills.     An 
open  cut  inthe  wood,  hacked. 

Enter   TWO    GOATHERDS,  a^-med,  R.    H.,  AN- 
TONIO, L.  H. 

Ant.  (As  he  enters.)  The  open  breeze  has  soothed 
me.  Now  I  am  more  calm,  let  me  examine  my 
position,  and  the  means  of  escaping  from  it. 

1st  Gf.  (Slaps  hit:  shoulder.)  Welcome,  Antonio. 
Oh,  it  will  be  all  right,  now. 

Ant.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

1st  G.  Why,  the  mouse  runs  back  to  his  hole 
when  the  cat  returns. 

2)id  G.  The  Barricini  dare  not  show  their  faces. 

Ant.  My  friends,  I  thank  you  for  the  affection 
you  display  towards  me,  and  for  that  you  boi-e  my 
father,  but  I  wiU  not  submit  to  be  counselled  by 
any  one. 

Isf  G.  Quite  right.  You  intend  to  do  it  all  your- 
self.   Quite  right,  master. 

Ant.  My  house  is  threatened  with  no  danger.  So 
face  about  forthwith,  be  off  to  your  goats ! 

1st  G.  Ah !  you  don't  know  Polo  Griffo  !  You've 
forgot  me.  I've  often  carried  you  behind  me  on 
my  biting  mule.  I'm  staunch  to  the  Delia  Reb- 
bias.  This  musket,  old  as  its  master,  won't  be 
silent  when  the  time  comes.  Only  say  the  word, 
Antonio  ! 

Ant.  Very  well ;  but,  in  the  devil's  name,  leave 
me  now. 

1st  G.  Lank !  how  you  do  withdraw  yourself 
from  good  society ! 

[^Exeunt  Goatherds,  z.  h. 

Ant.  The  state  of  my  poor  country^  these  san- 
guinary retainers!  Then  the  reproaches  of  Co- 
lomba— and  a  certain  portion  of  the  Corsican  that 
lingers  iu  my  nature,  justifies  her  reproaches  !  I 
must  have  other  and  gentler  thoughts  to  allay  my 
feverish  agitation.  That  adored  being.  Miss  Ne- 
ville !  Here  is  the  ring  she  was  good  enough  to 
give  me.  I  shall  never  forget  her  wise  and  kind 
advice — to  guard  myself  from  all  evil  passions ! 

Chilina.  (Sings,  u'ltliout,  k.  h.) 

"  And  when  my  son,  now  far  way. 
Shall  seek  his  home  once  more. 
Give  him  his  murdered  father's  cross. 
His  scarf  dyed  with  his  gore." 

(Antonio  is  enraged.) 

Site  stops 


CHILINA,    u-itli   bundle, 
sliort. 


&c. 


Ant.  What  is  that  you  are  singing,  girl  ? 
Chil.  It  is  a  song  of  Mademoiselle  Colomba's. 
^nt.  I  forbid  you  to  sing  it.    To  whom  are  yon 
going  with  this  "bread  ? 

Chil.  Oh,  you  know,  sir !     To  my  uncle. 
Ant.  Your  uncle  is  a  bandit,  is  he  not  ? 
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Chil.  At  vour  service,  sir. 

Ant.  And  if  some  huu<rry  liunter  fell  ia  with  you, 
and  took  vour  provisions  away? 

Chil.  Bless  us!  How  little  you  know  of  the 
people  in  these  parts  !  My  uncle  is  not  a  mau  to 
let  bis  dinner  be  taken  from  him  without  growling. 
Xubody  dare  do  such  a  thing ! 

Ant.'  He  is  very  fond  of  you  F 

Chil.  Oh,  yes!  Since  poor  father  died  of  the 
marsh  ftvcr,  he  has  taken  care  of  the  family— of 
lUT  motUor,  myself,  and  my  little  sister.  Perhaps 
you  would  like"  to  see  mj  uncle  ;  he  will  be  glad  to 
meet  you  apraiu  ? 

Ant.  Again!  Where  have  we  met  before,  I 
wonder  ? 

(Chilina  puts  her  fingers  to  her  mouth, 
and  laiistles  shrillj.) 

Chil.  If  he's  not  takinij  a  nap,  he  will  hear  that. 
(BVustk,  tiithout.)  He's  awake ;  he  is  quite  ready 
for  this.  (Showing  loaf.) 

Brandolaccio,  (Without.)  Ho!  my  little  Chilli- 
lUly! 

Chil.  Here's  uucle ! 

Enter  BRA^TDOLACCIO,  armed,  L.  H. 

Bran.  Oh,  Antonio  Delia  Rebbia,  welcome  home ! 
What,  don't  you  recognise  me  ? 

Ant.  Xo— not  1 1  (Llside.)  A  respectable  figure 
truly  ! 

Brail.  Well,  it  is  queer  how  the  want  of  a  barber 
and  a  sugar-loaf  cap  alter  a  man !  Look  again, 
Lieutenant!  Have  you  forgotten  Waterloo .?  Don't 
you  remember  Brandolaccio,  who  bit  many  a  cart- 
ridge by  your  side  on  that  woeful  day  ? 

^)if.  Is  it  yon  ?    Why  you  deserted  in  1816. 

Bran.  Exactly  so.  One  gets  tired  of  the  service, 
d'ye  see.  I  had  my  experience ;  I  had  been  a 
soldier  just  long  enough  to  ascertain,  by  the  laws 
of  war,  that  it  is  deathto  attempt  to  stop  a  cannon 
b.all.  Ah,  hey !  some  delicate  prog  !  Who  sent  us 
this? 

Chil.  Mademoiselle  Coloraba. 

Bvan.  Saving  your  presence,  Lieutenant,  Co- 
lomba  has  the  noblest  heart  iu  Pietranera,  if  not 
in  all  Corsica !  Ton  will  dine  with  us.  Lieu- 
tenant ?  But  you  must  let  me  introduce  you  to 
my  friend,  Monsieur  Ic  Cure.  At  least,  I  don't 
exactly  know  that  he  is  a  cur^,  but  he  has  the 
learning,  and  we  call  him  Monsieur  le  Cure.  (Goes 
to  side.)  I  will  give  him  a  little  quiet  hint  that 
the  grub  has  arrived.  (Bauls  off.)  Ahoy!  Castri- 
coni! 

Cadriconi.  (TFifhout.)  Brandolaccio  !  I  suppose 
I  must  come.    Nolens,  volens! 

Enter  CASTEICO>'I   (A  Bandit  in  Spectacles,  a 
hook  under  his  arm). 

Bran.  Allow  me  to  introduce  Monsieur  le  Cure — 
Lieutenant  Delia  Rebbia. 

-•Int.  What  figure  is  this  ? 

Cas.  A  poor  student  in  theology,  sir,  whom 
they  have  hindered  from  following  out  his  voca- 
tion. 

Ant.  Wliat  chance  has  deprived  the  community 
of  your  enUghtened  services  ? 

Cas.  ilivali'f.  dictu,  a  little  account  to  settle  here 
in  Corsica.  A  family  aifair  which  occurred  while 
I  was  devouring  black  letter  iu  the  University  of 
Pisa. 

Ant.  A  family  affair? 

Cos.  My  sister  was  betrothed  to  a  fanner,  here  ; 
he  died— 


Brail.  Which,  yon  perceive,  took  away  all  his 
inclinations  for  a  wife. 

Cas.  Not  fulUUiug  his  contract  to  my  Ei.?ter,  I 
demanded  that  his  brother  should  marry  her  iu 
}>roi>yia  i>ersona. 
Bran.  Nothing  more  equitable. 
Cas.  The  brother  told  me  he  was  already  married. 
What  was  to  be  done  ? 

Ant.  The  case  was  puzzling. 
Cas.  It  was  one  of  those  cases  in  which  one  must 
resort  to  the  flint ;  as  he  would  not  take  my  sister 
as  a  Dade  inecum,  I  took  the  matter  in  myi  own 
hands. 

Bran.  And  a  bullet  lodged  in  the  first  floor 
— (Touches  his  forehead) — of  the  bridegroom's 
brother ! 

Cas.  Argunientum  ad  hominem.  I  proved  it  by 
ipse  facto. 

Chil.  Are  yon  not  going  to  dinner,  uncle  ? 
Bran.  When  the  Cure  has  done  with  his  gibberi-h 
and  wiped  his  spectacles.  But  I  don't  iuterriipb 
him,  for,  one  of  these  days,  he  will  give  you  a  tiue 
education,  my  chili-lilly !  Now,  what  are  you  for — 
meat,  cheese,  or  bread  ? 
Cas.  All,  .seriatim.' 

Bran.  There's  none  of  that  in  the  bundle.  (They 
eat.)  Come,  Lieutenant,  won't  you  eat-'  You  are 
dainty,  perhaps.  (Turns  article  over.)  I  wish  I 
could  find  yon  a  bit  of  the  seriafim. 

Cas.  Why  do  you  leave  your  house  without  a 
gun?     In  Corsica  it  is  sine  qua  non. 

Bran.  My  chilli-lilly,  here's  a  bit  of  cold  pork; 
but  as  for  the  seriatim,  you  must  have  let  it  fall  out 
of  the  bundle  on  the  way.  Eat,  niece,  (ijires  her 
food.)  Bad  people  hereabouts.  Lieutenant ;  the 
Barricini  are  bringing  the  Prefect  home  with  them  ; 
so  long  as  the  Prefect  is  in  Pietranera  nobody  will 
touch  yon.  The  two  sons  of  Barricini  are  nice 
boys :  Vincentello  is  a  bad  chap,  Orlanduccio 
worse  I  Hark  ye,  you  must  try  to  light  on  them 
separately ;  shoot  one  to-morrow,  and  the  other  the 
next  day. 

Ant.  Thank  you  for  the  advice ;  bnt  till  they 
come  to  me  of  their  own  accord,  I  have  nothing  to 
say  to  them. 

Bran.  What  have  yon  been  fattened  on — rabbit's 
pluck  ?  How  innocent !  Well,  this  comes  of  living 
so  many  years  out  of  Corsica !  By  the  way,  I  have 
not  thanked  you  for  your  powder.  It  came  j  ust  in 
the  nick  of  time. 

Ant.  It  was  Colomba  who  sent  you  the  powder. 
But  this  may  supply  some  of  your  wants. 

(Offers  moiiciy.) 
Bran.  No   nonsense!      Do  you  take   me  for   a 
beggar ! 

Cas.  My  comrade  pleads  not  in  forma  jiauperis. 
Bran.  1  accept  bread  and  powder,  nothing  else, 
.^nt.  Between  old  soldiers,  I  thought  it  was  allow- 
able to  help  one  another.    iFarewell. 

Cas    Fale  !     Boiedi'itc!     Come  up  some  of  these 
afternoons,  and  let  us  go  through  a  book  or  two  of 
Horace,  in  the  woods  here.     "  Recubans  sub  teg- 
mine  fagi!" 
Ant.  Bravo,  curd ! 

\_Exit  Antonio,  k. 

Cas.  Bravo,  cnr^ !  yes,  that  is  abont  the  mafk. 

CJiil.  Uncle,  Mademoiselle  Colomba  says  that 
yon  must  be  on  the  watch  to  guard  her  brother. 

Bian.  We'll  keep  a  goodlook-out,  butif  the  pre- 
fect, and  the  brigadier,  and  the  gendarmes  are 
coming,  we  must  stay  aloof  from  Pietranei'a,  unless 
it  is  very  particular  indeed.    But  come,  let  us  take 
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our   dinner  under  yonder  cork  trees.    This  way, 
cur^ ! 

Cos.  What !  Commence  de  novo  ?  Yon  basket  is 
quite  a  covnucopifB.  Excellent  pro  tempore  et  loco. 
'    Bran.  Bother  your  gibberish !     To  dinner. 

[_Exeunt  through  aperture. 


Enter  ORLANDUCCIO  and  VINCENTELLO, 
armed. 

Or.  I  tell  you,  Vinceutello,  that  we  must  do  as 
our  ancestors  have  done  before  us, 

Vin.  What !  destroy  oar  enemies  ?  Bnt  why,  I 
ask,  have  we  enemies  ? 

Or.  Whole  families  hate  each  other  by  inveterate 
habit.  If  you  want  an  enemy  put  out  of  the  way, 
the  most  g-entlemauly  plan  is  to  bribe  a  bandit. 

Vin.  The  bandits  are  very  convenient  persons. 
■  Or.  Yes ;  but  my  father  has  brong-ht  very  bad 
news  from  Aiaccio.  Monsieur  Dudevant,  the  pre- 
fect, has  received  orders  from  Paris  to  take  active 
measures  to  scour  the  whole  country  of  the 
bandits. 

Vin.  That  is  more  easily  said  than  done.  The 
prefect  had  better  let  the  bandits  alone. 

Or.  My  object  now  is  to  find  Sforza,  an  outlaw 
who  has  been  very  useful  to  us.  I  wish  to  put  him 
on   his  guard  that  the  gendarmes  and  voltigeurs 

will  be  hunting  him  up,  and  you  know Antonio 

Delia  Rebbia  has  returned  from  Frauce. 

Vin.  And  that  puts  the  life  of  our  old  father  in 
immediate  danger.  Antonio  is  a  Corsican,  and  has 
Bworn  the  vengeance.     Who  comes? 

Or.  The  very  fellow  we  want — Sforza, 

Enter  SFORZA,  r.  h. 

Welcome,  our  bi-ave  friend. 

Sfor,  What,  my  masters?  Sons  of  the  Barri- 
cini ! 

Or.  I  liave  brought  you  a  packet  of  cigars, 
Sforza.  (Gives  them.) 

Sfor.  Glorious!  I  have  been  quite  out  of  the 
weed,  aud  i-educed  to  the  necessity  of  smoking 
goatskin.  Now  that  I  am  solitary,  tobacco  is 
indeed  a  want.  I've  lost  my  comrade,  Agostino. 
Poor  fellow ! 

Or.  What  became  of  Agostino  ? 

Sfor.  He  became  too  intimate  with  the  hangman 
of  IBastia,  and  he  threw  his  arms  round  his  neck. 
Never  was  there  a  bolder  outlaw,  or  better  shot ! 

Or.  Sforza,  I  have  work  in  hand  for  you,  and  I 
will  pay  before  hand.  Yoii  will  require  money  for 
ammunition — be  on  the  alert — the  gendarmes  are 
coming  to  this  quarter. 

Sfor.  And  they  will  give  no  quarter. 

Or.  The  hue  and  cry  has  been  set  up  by  the 
Prefect  of  Ajaccio,  because  Antonio  Bella  Rebbia 
lias  returned  to  Corsica.  Here  are  fifty  fi-ancs; 
should  you  meet  Antonio  in  his  rambles,  your  gun 
carries  a  bullet  faithfully,  with  a  true  aim. 

Sfor.  I  understand  yon,  master.  When  a  gentle- 
ftian  pays  like  a  gentleman,  a  man  of  honour,  like 
myself,  is  bound  to  be  true  to  his  word.  Make 
your  mind  easy  about  Delia  Rebbia,  I  shall  settle 
his  affairs  for  him. 

Vin.  Our  best  friend!  Come,  bi-other,  our  mission 
is  accomplished.    Farewell,  Sforza. 

Or.  1  know  yon  have  a  sure  aim.  Farewell,  we 
Bhall  hear  of  you. 

Sfor.  Depend,  my  bullet  has  its  billet ! 

lExeunt  Sforza  on  one  side. 


SCENE  III. — Picturet^que  mountainous  landscape. 

Bude  wooden  bridge. 
LYDIA  is  discovered  seated  ofi  a  camp  stool,  tvith  a 

folio  on  her  lap,  she  is  making  a  slcetch  of  the  sur- 
rounding scenery.    BARNABY  standing  at  some 

distance. 

Bar.  (Aside.)  There  is  my  young  lady,  drawing 
away  like  anything ;  how  very  agreeable  !  For  my 
part,  I  never  could  m  all  my  life  draw  anything, 
except  beer!  (Looks  off.)  Yes,  there  are  our  hired 
Corsican  nags,  safe  aud  sound  under  yonder  tree ; 
and  rum  little  devils  they  arc  I  They'll  eat  fi.sh, 
or  old  rags,  or  broken  tiles — they  are  not  dainty; 
horse  keep  is  dog  cheap.  The  Colonel  has  gone  on 
with  Mr.  Dudevant,  the  prefect,  to  see  him  lay  the 
first  stone  of  a  new  hospital,  aud  as  the  natives 
here  stick  and  stab  each  other  so,  a  hospital  must 
be  about  the  thing  most  required.  The  natives  of 
Corsica  must  take  each  other  for  oysters ;  they  are 
always  running  their  knives  in,  and  in  the  most 
open  manner  they  beard  each  other,  too. 

Lyd.  Barnaby ! 

Bar.  Yes,  miss. 

Lyd.  How  long  did  the  Colonel  say  he  would  be 
absent  ? 

Bar.  He  did  not  exactly  specify,  miss.  But  I 
have  no  doubt  the  moment  he  comes  back  he  will 
return.  But  the  whole  party,  the  Prefect,  the 
Colonel,  and  the  gendarmes,  will  be  sure  to  call 
here  on  their  way  back. 

Lyd.  This  is  a  very  picturesque  spot.  (Aside.)  I 
wonder  now  if  this  uneducated  person  has  any 
delight  in  beholding  the  sublime  landscape. 
Baruaby  ! 

Bar.  Miss! 

Lyd.  Do  you  admire  nature  ? 

Bar.  Yes,  miss,  (jiside.)  Nature!  what  can  she 
mean  ? 

Lyd.  The  glorious  sun,  with  its  radiant  blaze, 
has  illuminated  the  expansive  horizon ! 

-Bar.  Yes,  miss. 

Lyd.  And  the  myriad  dew  drops  twinkle  around 
till  evaporated  by  the  genial  glow !  Did  you  ever 
see  anything  half  so  beautiful  ? 

Bar.  Why,  miss,  there  was  a  landscape  about 
half  as  beautiful  at  Camden  Town,  only  that  had 
a  little  advantage. 

Lyd.  Camden  Town ! 

Bar.  There  was  a  public  house  in  the  view. 
Mother  Red  Cap's,  where  I  could  have  put  up  the 
horses,  and  took  a  little  something  myself. 

Lyd.  (Turns  away.)  How  could  I  expect  a  re- 
fined notion. 

Bar.  (Aside.)  Much  better  fun  tossing  with  the 
ostler  for  a  pint  of  half  and  half,  than  broUing 
here. 

Lyd.  You  had  better  go  and  look  to  the  horses, 
than  be  talking  to  yourself  there. 

Bar.  Yes,  miss.  (Aside.)  AVhen  I  have  nobody 
else  to  talk  to,  I  find  myself  very  good  company. 
Wo — ho  !  my  little  fellows,  now  you  are  lunchingf 
on  each  other's  manes.    Wo — ho,  I  say! 

l^Exit  Barnaby,  R.  h. 

Lyd.  And  now,  without  the  restraint  of  the  prg- 
sence  of  that  babbling  imbecile,  I  feel  the  spirit  of 
pure  romance  glowing  within  me.  I  wonder,  in 
this  view,  whether  I  can  discern  the  Chateau 
Delia  Rebbia  ? — where  the  fair  and  haughty 
Colomba  has  led  her  brother !  Introducing  him 
to  the  scene  of  Corsican  feuds !  The  brow  of  the 
Lieutenant  was  clouded  when  he  departed.  I  own 
myself   much   interested  with  the   brother  and 
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sister.  (Rises.)  Wliat  does  he  think  of  me,  and 
what  do  I  think  of  him  ?  and  why  do  I  think  about 
him? — a  mere  travellinff  acqnaiutanco  !  Ho  loves 
mo  I  am  certain.  He  is  the  hero  of  a  romance 
whose  adventurous  career  I  haveiuterrnpted.  Bat 
hold !  I  came  here  to  sketch,  not  to  soliloquize. 

(Resumes  her  drairing.) 

Barnnhy.  (WUhout.)  There — wo-hoa  !  stop!  — 
Miss — Miss  Neville !  the  two  horses  have  broken 
loose  !  and  are  kicking  off  full  gaUop  home,  Woa, 
ho  !  I  say !     Woa,  boys  ! 

(His  voice  hecomesfainfcr,  as  he  t'ssiip- 
posed  to  run  nftcr  them.) 

Lyd.  But    for  this  interruption How    silent 

and  solitary  is  this  country.  In  dear  old  England 
those  hills  would  have  been  covered  with  sheep  and 
cattle.  But  hero,  there  is  not  a  living  object  to  in- 
troduce as  a  figure  in  my  landscape.  (Crosses  to 
K.  H.)  Stay,  I  beg  Corsica's  pardon  for  being  pre- 
mature in  my  remark.  For  a  figure  in  a  pictur- 
esque costume  approaches. 

Enter  ANTOXIO  on  the  bridge.    Ee  leans  on  the 

rail  ill  coniemiplation. 
Ho  cannot  see  me,  so  I  shall  seize  the  opportunity 
of  taking  a  rapid  sketch  of  him. 

(ahe    draxi:s — Antonia   turns  his   face, 
which   is   recognised   by    Lydia.     She 
starts,  drops  her  pencil.) 
(In an  undertone.)    It  is  Lieutenant  Delia  Rebbial 
This  is  indeed  to  me  an  interesting  situation. 

(SrORZA  is  seen  steaiing  throiigh  the 
trees — he  poi7its  his  gini  at  Antonio — 
Lydia  perceives  him,  and  shrieks 
loudly — Sforza  fires,  and  disayipears — 
Antonio  drops  on  the  bridge — Lydia 
faints.  BKANDOLACCIO  and  CAS- 
TRIGONI  enter,  and  raise  Antonio.) 
Cas.  He  is  wounded  ! 

Bran.  Yes  ;  and  while  under  onr  charge.  Lift 
him  gently,  comrade,  we  will  carry  him  up  to  our 
retreat. 

Cas.  This  is  the  deed  of  a  Barricini.  Bear  him 
along — softly,  softly  ! 

(Music. — As  they  arc  conveying  Antonio 

from    the    bridge,    I^ydia    raises   her 

hend  and  secsthem — s7ic s/irip/tS a(7am, 

rises,  and  totters  toxcards  the  bridge.) 

Lyd.  Oh!    Mercy!    mercy!    Spare  him!     Alas! 

is  there  no  help  ? — Antonio !  Antonio ! 

Music.  —  COLOMBA  rides  on,  on  her  horse. 

Colom.  Who  calls  Antonio  ? 

Lyd.  Oh,  Colomba,  it  is  I.  Antonio  has  been  fired 
on  by  a  bandit. 

Colom.  From  which  direction  came  the  shot  ? 

Lyd.  From  this. 

(Pointing  towards  the  place  ichere 
Sforza  stood,  Colomba  -watches  nar- 
rowly— sees  Sforza  stealing  av:ay — 
dmu's  a  pistol  from  thi'-  holster,  and 
fires  it  at  Sforza,  who  falls-~Colom,ba 
dismounts.) 

Colom.  Ah !  Miss  Xeville,  how  came  you  hither, 
unprotected  ? 

Lyd.  My  folly,  indeed ; — but  your  brother  ?  Two 
ferocious-looking  men  conveyed  him  from  the 
bridge. 

Colom.  Antonio  is  in  friendly  hands.  Had  he 
fallen  into  the  clutches  of  a  retainer  of  the 
Barricini,  they  would  have  hurled  liim  from  the 
bridge  into  the  torrent.    Be  firm ;  accompany  me. 


I  will  fasten  the  horse  here.— (Leads  it  off,  but 
instantly  re-appcars.)    Come  ! 

Lyd.  It  is  hardly  becoming  in  me 

Colom.  You  ladies  are  always  teasing  yourselves 
about  what  may  or  may  not  be  becoming.  We 
villagers  think  only  of  what  is  right. 

Lyd.  Lead  on,  Colomba !  I  will  make  every  ex- 
ertion to  follow  you. 

(Music. — Colomba  embraces  Lydia,  tnl:es 
her  liand,  and  they  cross  the  bridge 
together.) 

SCENE  v.— Th«  Pine  Forest  (as  before):     (Jhilina 
sings  without. 

Enter  CHILINA,  l.  h. 
C/iil.  Ah,  ha !  the  prefect  and  the  gendarmes  are 
out.  This  will  set  the  whole  district  in  commo- 
tion! The  poor  outlaws  must  hide  their  heads, nnd 
I,  their  scout  must  keep  a  keen  eye  ai-ound  me. 
From  my  constant  traffic  with  the  city,  I  can  move 
about  unsuspected  by  the  armed  force.  This  attack 
on  Delia  Rebbia  will  widen  the  rancour  between 
the  families,  which,  heaven  knows,  need  not  be 
more  deadly.  I,  too,  was  witness  to  that  which 
causes  the  present  bitter  feeling;  but  I,  perforce, 
must  hold  my  tongue,  and  that  is  not  a  very  easy 
task  for  a  poor  woman  to  accomplLsh. 

Enter  POLO  GRIFFO  and  GOATHERD,  E.  h. 

Polo.  Ho !  Chilina,  where  is  your  nncle  and  the 
cure? 

Chil.  Safe 

Polo.  They  must  lie  close.  There  is  a  proclama- 
tion posted  over  the  city,  and  a  large  reward  offered 
for  every  bandit's  head  ;  close  search  will  be  made. 
Tell  Braudolaccio  he  shall  not  want  provi.-sions. 
Come  you  at  daybreak  to-morrow,  and  yon  shall 
have  a  skin  of  wine  to  comfort  the  poor  outlaws. 

Chil.  You  goatherds  are  ever  kind  to  the  bandits ; 
but  they  protect  you  and  your  families.  Pass  on 
now.  Polo  Griffo ;  don't  loiter  about  this  spot,  it 
may  create  suspicion  with  the  gendarmes,  who  are 
hunting  up  our  friends.     On,  I  say  ! 

[E.rcunt  Polo  and  Goatherd,  L.  H. 
Chilina  resumes  her  song,  loolis  off  at 
sides,  and  exit,  L.  H. 

CoZo?ieI  (TTttJiouf.)  Hey  !  Hallo!  Monsieur  Dude- 
vaut!  Where  have  you  all  got  to  now  ?  (Enters.) 
This  is  a  monstrous  queer  island!  You  turn  a 
sudden  corner,  and  lose  sight  of  your  companions ; 
then  you  find  yourself  up  to  the  neck  in  the  trough 
of  a  dried-up  river !  What  can  have  become  of 
Lydia,  with  her  heedless  passion  for  adventure  ? 
I  heard  the  report  of  firearms,  but  do  not  see  the 
trace  of  a  sportsman.  (Beholds  Chilina.)  Ah. 
ha  !  what  have  we  here  ?  Egad !  I  have  marked 
dovra  a  Corsican  hen  peasant,  as  plump  as  a  part- 
ridge !  During  all  my  travels  I  have  ever  de- 
lighted in  a  chat  with  a  pretty  she-mountaineer ! 
there  is  a  something  so  simple  about  them  !  My 
dear ! 

Chil.  Sir!  (Withdrawing.) 

Col.  Don't  be  timid,  my  little  antelope — my  wild, 
soft-eyed  gazelle ! 

Chil.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  sir ! 

Col.  Pooh!  pooh! 

Chil.  Pooh,  pooh  ? 

Col.  I  say,  ahem !  (Ogles  her.)  I  am  not  so  old 
as  I  look ! 

Chil.  I  hope,  sir,  you  are  not  so  wicked  as  you 
look,  however  young  you  may  be! 

Col.  There's  a  sprinkle  of  oayenne  pepper!  The 
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little  rascal  enconrafres  me !    {Puts  Tits  hand,  in  his 
pocket.)     Did  yoxi  ever  see  a  Napoleon  ? 

Chil.    No,  "but 

enough!  ^   .      ,.  .,    ,  ^     , 

Col.  What  charming:,  innocent  simphcity !  LooK 

here.     (Shows  gold.)    This  is  the  sort  of  Nap.  I 

mean.  ,    .-^ 

Chil.  (Apart)  H«  was  with  the  p:endarmes!  He 
wants  to  bribe  me  to  betray  my  uncle's  place  of 
refnfre  ! 

Col.  There  is  no  one  near  us  ? 
Chil.  No,  not  a  soul ! 

Col.  Well,  then,  I'll  tell  you  a  secret.  There  is 
someone  here  who  is  very  fond  of  you ! 

Chil.  (Aside.)  He  must  mean  Brandolaccio  ! 
Col.  If  yon  would  let  him  discover  himself ! 
Chil.  Never,  with  my  will ! 

Col.  My  little  dear,  where  there  is  a  will  there  is 
a  way.  ,  , , 

Chil.  But  I  do  not  choose  to  let  you  know  the 
■way. 
Col.  Consider  the  reward ! 

Chil.  No  reward  that  you,  or  the  Prefect,  should 
make  me  consent  to  anything  so  detrimental  to  my 
honour. 

Col.  (Aside.)  Monsieur  Dudevant  has  been  before- 
hand with  me ! 

Chil.  Because  I  am  a  poor  peasant  girl,  asking 
me  to  betray  my  uncle's  haunt ! 

Col.  Your  uncle's  aunt !  It  is  not  your  uncle's 
aunt  that  I  care  about,  but  your  own  sweet  little 

self.    So— I— shall— just 

(Approaching  her.) 
Chil.  Sir,  we  have  very  old  customs  on  these 
hiUs.    As  we  are.unprotected,  we  are  compelled  to 
resort  to  self-defence ! 
Col.  Nonsense ! 

CTiil.  (Drawing  out  a  long  l;nife.)  If  you  attempt 
to  molest  or  follow  me,  I  know  how  to  use  this 
weapon.  Go  you  your  own  way ;  I  shall  pursue 
mine.  The  forest  is  dark.  Beware !  I  cannot 
say  where  this  stiletto  may  strike !    Beware  ! 

{Exit  Chilina. 
Col.  Well,  this  is  an  adventure!  There  is  inno- 
cent simplicity !  These  Corsicans,  women  and  all, 
seem  to  carry  a  cutler's  shop  about  them.  Ho! 
where  is  Lydia — where  is  the  Prefect  ?  I  shall 
not  obtrude  myself  this  evening  on  the  sharp 
argnment  of  that  young  lady!  Innocent  sim- 
plicity ! 

lExil. 

SCENE  TI.— ITie  Upper  Part  of  the  Maguis,  or 
Forest,  the  ahode  of  the  Bandits.  A  fire,  ictween 
stones,  on  a  bed  of  heather.  ANTONIO  is  reclin- 
ing, covered  with  a  rough  cloak;  his  arm  is  tied 
rip.  CASTmCOim  is  reading  ly  the  fire.  BRAN- 
DOLACCIO  drinking  from  a  hottle.    CHILINA, 


Enter  COLOMBA  and  LYDIA. 

Colom.  My  brother! 

Bran.  Move  softly ;  he  is  asleep.  My  friend  the 
cure  has  dressed  his  wound.  (Colomha  Icneels  bi; 
the  side  of  Antonio,  and  gazes  on  him.)  He  studied 
Burgery  while 

Cas.  While  I  was  at  the  University  of  Pisa. 

Colom.  Hush  !  he  moves. 

(Colomha  mal:es  a  sign  to  Brandolaccio 
to  retire.) 

Bran.  A  nod  is  as  good  as  a  wink  to  a  blind 
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horse.     Cur^,  a  word  with  you! 

within  hail.  ...         ^ 

(The  Bandits  retire.     Antonio  endea- 
vours   to    raise    himself;    Colombo, 
anxiously  assists  Jitm.) 
Colom.  My  brother ! 
Ant.  Colomba  here  ? 
Colom.   Hush!  you  must  not  exert  yourseU  too 

Ant.  I  am  in  less  pain  than  I  could  have  hoped 

(Colomba  beckons  to  Lydia  to  sit  by  her, 
she  holds  Miss  Neville  by  the  hand.) 
Has  any  letter  arrived  at  Pietranera  from  Miss 

Neville  ?  ^  ,      ,        x  ■     i. 

(Lydia  starts,  but  Colomba  retains  her 
hand.) 

Colom.  No,  Antonio:  you  are  always  thinking  01 
Miss  Neville.    You  love  her  then,  dearly  ? 

Ant.  Love  her,  Colomba !  She  perhaps  despises 
me.  .  , 

Colom.  Despise  you!  On  the  contrary,  slie 
thinks  highly  of  your  courage  and  merit. 

Ant.  She  has  not  replied  to  my  letter  of  invita- 
tion.   One   single  line,  and  I  should  have  been 

Colom.  Take  care  how  you  speak  ill  of  Miss 
Neville.  But  she  will  shake  hands  with  you  and 
forgive  you.  .  ^ 

(Colomba     places     Lydia  s 
Antonio's.) 
Lyd.  Mercy  on  us,  dear  Colomba,  what  are  you 
saying? 

(■pTtflidraitis  her  hand,  embarrassed.) 

Ant.    You  here.   Miss  Neville— how  could  you 

venture?  ■  •.    j 

Lyd.  I  came  hither  with  your  sister;  I  wished 

also  to   satisfy  myself  as  to  the  nature  of  your 

hurt.   Oh,  what  a  wretched  state  you  are  in,  here  ? 

Colom.  Oh !  he  is  very  comfortable  now  he  has 


hand 


you. 
lyd.  Colomba! 

Coloin.  (Rises— s-peaks  apart  to  Lydia.)  Yes,  yes 
—you  pity  him ;  and  pity  is  a  near  approach  to 
love.  (Crosses  to  side.) 

Lyd.  You  must,  by  all  means,  be  conveyed  to 
some  place  where  you  can  be  properly  taken  care 
of.  I  shall  never  be  a.ble  to  sleep,  now  that  I  have 
seen  you  in  this  miserable  way  in  the  open  air ! 

Ant.  I  could  never  have  supposed  that  yon,  of 
all  persons  in  the  world,  should  thus  have  commise- 
rated my  fate  !  Ah,  Miss  Neville,  I— I  had  never 
imagined  that  you  would  make  a  long  stay  in  this 
wretched  country ;  and  yet,  since  you  are  come 
here,  I  suffer  a  hundred  times  more,  when  I  tiiink 
I  must  bid  you  adieu !  Alas !  I  am  but  a  poor 
lieutenant,  with  no  prospect  of  promotion !  What 
a  moment,  Miss  Neville,  to  tell  you  I  love  yon  !  but 
I  feel  as  though  I  were  less  unhappy,  now  that  I 
have  unburdened  my  heart ! 

Jyyd.  (Turning  her  head  away.)  Lieutenant  Delia 
Rebbia,  do  you  think  I  woiild  have  come  here 

if (Faltering. — Aside.)    I  must  make  a  violent 

efiort  to  resume  my  tone  of  pleasantry !  It  is  very 
ill  done  of  you,  Lieutenant !  In  the  midst  of  your 
rocks,  and  surrounded  by  your  bandits,  you  know 
well  I  should  never  venture  to  be  angry  with  you ! 
Brigadier  0/ Gendarmes  (TFitliouf.)  Halt!  we  are 
on.  their  track !     Advance  in  sinsle  file ! 

(BRANDOLACCIO  and  CASTRICONI 
rush  on. — Casfriconi  covers  the  fire 
with  o  rou^Ti  coat.) 
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Bran.  The  gendarmes,  by  Saint  Antony  !  Tliere 
will  be  some  warm  work  !  (Handling  his  gun.) 

Ant.  Brandolaccio,  instantly  make  your  escape  ! 
I  command  you ! 
Can.  We  can  decamp  by  the  ravine  at  the  back  ! 
Bran.  Cheer  up.  Lieutenant ! 
Ant.  Fly,  I  say  ! 

[iliisic. — The  Bandits  exeunt  hastily. — 
Shots ^red  without. 

Enter  BRIGADIER  and  GENDARMES. 

Brig.  How  I  these  ladies  with  the  bandits  ? 

Enter  DUDEVAJTT  and  COLONEL  NEVILLE. 

CoJ.  Lydia — my  lost  Lydia  I  Oh!  I  have  been 
almost  distracted.  What  ?  my  friend  Delia  Rebbia 
here,  too — wounded ! 

Dude.  Another  attempt  at  assassination.  The 
day  wears.    We  mnst  return  to  Ajaccio. 

Colom.  And  I  will  convey  my  brother  home  to 
Pietranera.  Chilina,  my  horse  is  tied  to  yonder 
oak.  {Points  of.)  Fai-ewell,  iliss  Neville  I  Do 
not  forget  this  day's  adventure. 

Lyd.  I  shall  remember  it  to  the  last  moment  of 
ay  life. 

Colom.  Though  this  meeting  has  been  quite  un- 
expected, we  shall  see  you  on  your  promised  visit. 
(jyiusic. — CHILINA  cnfers  leading  the 
horse. — T'^e  gendarmes  place  Antonio 
on  it. — Colomba  embraces  and  kisses 
Lydia. — L'jdia  bids  >intonio  adieu. — 
Colomha  -playfulbj  says  "Good  bye" 
to  the  Colonel  and  Prefect,  and  the 
parties  are  separating  on  different 
sides,  when  the  act  drop  falls.) 

ESD   OF  ACT   II. 


A  week  is  supposed  to  have  passed  between  the 
Second  and  Third  Acts. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— Saloon  in  Hie  Hotel  at  Aj-iccio. 

LYDIA  discovered  at  taiile,  drawing. 

Lyd.  Although  it  will  ever  remind  me  of  im- 
minent danger  and  frightfully  excited  nerves,  I 
cannot  avoid  finishing  my  drawing.  And  here  I 
beheld  poor  Antonio  on  the  bridge,  unconscious, 
while  the  deadly  carbine  was  levelled  at  him;  and 
then  the  strange  events  which  followed! 

Enfe.BARNABY,  e.  h.,  ushering  in  DUDEVANT. 

Bar.  Mounseer  Doodingdong!  (.Announces.) 

Dude.  Dudfcvant!   Dudevant! 

Bar.  Yes,  sir.  {A$ide.)  The  other  name  was 
just  as  misnnderstandable. 

[Erif. 

Dude.  Mademoiselle  Neville,  I  kiss  yonr  hand. 
I  have  the  honour  to  hope  that  a  week's  rest  has 
partially  recovered  yon  from  your  late  alarm. 

Lyd.  I  thank  yon,  sir;  I  am  quite  well. 

Dude.  Ah,  mademoiselle,  I  wish  I  could  quit 
this  execr.ated  country,  and  be  recalled  to  my  own 
Belle  France.  In  a  highly-polished  country  like 
my  own,  the  gentleman  is  but  too  happy  to  become 
the  very  humble  slave  of  the  fair  one  he  admires. 

(Sighs.) 

Ly4.  (Aside,  laughing.)  Mercy  on  ns!  amlmak- 
insf  a  conquest  of  a  real  Prefect  ?  I  hope  Madame 
Dudevant  is  quite  well. 


Dude.  Madame  Dudevant!  On!  she  is  a3  wcU 
as  can  be  expected. 

Lyd.  In  vonr  absence,  perhaps. 

Colonel  Neville.  (  Without.)  Where  is  Mi.=s  Ne- 
ville ?  Bring  all  the  game  i  n,  and  haug  it  up  in  this 
passage.  Oh,  what  a  glorious  day's  sport,  Bar- 
naby ! 

Lyd.  My  father  returned,  and  in  high  Bpirits  'witli 
his  success ! 

Enter  COLONEL  NEVILLE. 

Col.  Ah !  good  day,  Mr.  Dudevant ;  happy  to  see 
you.  Lydia,  my  love,  I  never  had  such  shooting  in 
my  life.  I  own  that  Corsica  is  the  place  for 
variety  and  abundance  of  game — pheasants,  part- 
ridges, quaUs. 

Enter  BARNABY. 
Here,  take  my  rifle  ;  put  it  in  a  secure  place. 

Bar.  I'U  put  it  in  the  safe,  sir. 

Col.  1  repeat  it — I  have  shot  partridges,  phea- 
sants, and  quails  without  end. 

Bar.  (A fide.)  Without  end!  He  must  have 
blown  thrir  tails  off. 

Col.  And,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  Monsieur 
Dudevant,  I  have  killed  a  wild  boar — yes,  sir,  a 
wild  boar. 

Dude.  These  animals  are  not  nncommon  on  the 
higher  part  of  our  chestnut-covered  mountains ; 
but  I  was  hardly  aware  that  they  dared  to  ai>- 
proach  so  near  to  our  city. 

Bar.  (Aside.)  How  am  I  to  hang  np  that  dead 
pig  ?    They'll  make  me  a  pork  butcher  presently. 

Lyd.  You  must  have  had  some  peril  in  yonr 
sport,  dear  father.  By  all  accounts,  the  wild  boar 
is  a  very  dangerous  animal  to  encounter. 

Bar.  (.4side.)  That  is  why  he  is  called  a  bore ! 

Col.  As  it  was  the  first  wild  boar  at  which  I  had 
ever  aimed,  I  certainly  experienced  a  new  excite- 
ment. I  saw  the  glistening  twinkle  of  the  eye  ot 
the  bristly  quadruped.  I  instantly  determined  to 
lodge  a  bullet  through  a  vital  part,  but  not  his 
head,  for  let  me  tell  you  Monsieur  Dudevant,  that 
a  boar's  head  properly  dressed,  is  a  capital  dish. 

Dud^.  Undeniably. 

Bar,  (Aside.)  A  boar's  head  is  not  to  be  sneezed 
at! 

Col.  I  ran  my  eye  along  the  barrel  of  my  rifle. 
I  felt  secure  that  I  shonld  hit  him  about  the  heart. 
The  grizzly  monarch  of  his  native  forest  nttered 
an  unearthly  cry — 

Bar.  (Aside.)  Grunted. 

Co!.  I  placed  my  piece  to  my  shoulder,  flushed 
with  the  novelty — pulled  the  trigger,  and  the 
ferocious  animal  fell !  Victoria,  I  exclaimed.  The 
boar  was  dead. 

Bar.  (Aside.)  "  Cease  rude  Boreas." 

Lyd.  I  am  delighted  that  you  have  had  the  grati- 
fication of  such  excellent  sport,  as  I  know  that 
nothing  gives  you  so  much  enjoyment. 

Lude.  lam  rejoiced,  Colonel,  that  yon  have  found 
something  to  amuse  you  in  our  island. 

Enter  GERONYMO,  he  whispers  to  Barnnhy. 
Bar.  (Geronymo  Khifjievsagaxn.)  What  the  devQ 
do  you  say.'  (Geronyrno  whispers.)  You  don't  say 
so !  La !  bless;  us !  Xo,  sure ! 

Col.  Perhaps  instead  of  making  this  room  a 
whispering  gallery.    You  had  better  both  retire. 

(Barnaby  whispers  to  Geronymo.) 

[_Eieunt,  E.  H. 

Lyd.  Yonr   new    servant,  sir,  is    an  eccentric 

character,  but  I  suppose  we  must  put  up  with  him, 

as  he  makes  ns  laugh  so  frequently. 
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Col.  Well,  langliter  is  a  delicious  thing  in  itself, 
provided  always  that  you  are  not  laughed  at  in 
ridicule.  I  could  not  endure  that.  (Murmurs, 
without,  "It's  a  shame,  a  shame— cruelty !")  0! 
what  is  the  matter  ? 

Barnahy.  (Without.)  I  assure  you,  good  people, 
you  are  under  a  mistake. 

Col.  What  is  it,  Barnaby  P 

Enter  BARNABY. 

Col.  Speak,  sirrah ! 

Bar.  I  will,  sir ;  there's  a  Corsican  man  and 
■woman  with  two  little  boys,  and  three  little  gals, 
sir,  arrived. 

Col.  Well,  what  do  they  want — make  short  of  it ! 

Bar.  The  short  of  it  is,  sir,  that  they  have  come 
most  respectfully  to  say,  sir,  that,  uiuortunately, 
their  pig  is  spiflicated. 

Col.  Well,  what  is  their  pig  to  me  P 

Bar.  Ah,  that's  what  I  said  to  them.  My  master 
is  a  British  Colonel,  says  I.  But  you  see,  sir,  the 
Corsican  man  and  woman,  with  the  two  little  boys, 
and  the  three  little  girls,  have  other  notions,  yon 
Bee  on  the  subject— its  propriety,  sir 

Col.  Pshal 

Bar.  It  is  no  use  to  conceal  the  fact,  sir,  they've 
come  about  the  wild  boar  you  shot. 

Col.  WeU,  sir  ? 

J5ar.  The  pretty  little  dear— no,  it  isn't  a  deer — 
was  a  forest  pig,  belonging  to  the  Corsican  man 
and  woman,  the  two  little  boys,  and  the  three 
little  girls  I  They  have  scampered  after  you,  here, 
to  be  paid  for  their  deceased  porker ! 

Col.  I,  who  am  an  agriculturist  in  my  own 
country — I  could  never  have  made  such  a  mistake. 

Lyd.  Why,  my  dear  father,  how  could  you  have 
committed  such  a  trespass  ? 

Bar.  Ah,  sir,  you  blowed  me  up  for  whispering — 
that  was  my  delicacy — it  was  only  a  pig's  whisper. 

Dude.  Colonel,  I  have  heard  that  in  England, 
you  have  wonderfully  improved  your  breeds  of 
culinary  animals ;  ours  remain  exactly  the  same 
as  they  were,  since  the  deluge,  I  do  not  wonder 
at  your  mistake — yon  must  pay  for  the  wretched 
animal. 

Bar.  {Apart.)  Pay  your  shot — that  is  a  pig  of 
lead  I 

Lyd.  My  dear  father,  you  are  too  good-natured 
to  be  mortified.  (Kisses  his  cheek.) 

Col.  Curse  the  Corsican  masquerading  swine! 
there  it  is  over.  (Gives  money.) 

Dude.  Mademoiselle  Neville,  I  depart  directly 
for  Pietranera,  can  I  carry  a  letter  to  your  friends  ? 
The  presence  of  the  Prefect  is  essential,  or  we  shall 
have  about  nineteen  cases  of  private  and  particular 
mnrder!  Oh,  my  enchanting  Paris — the  soirees, 
the  theatres ! 

Lyd.  I  have  prepared  a  letter  for  Colomba— per- 
haps, too,  you  wiU  do  me  the  favour  to  carry  one 
to  her  brother. 

[^Going  off. 

Dude.  I  obey  your  commands.  Miss  Neville. 

[^Exeunt  Lydia  and  Dudevant. 

Bar.  You  have  no  idea,  sir,  what  pleasure  you 
will  give  to  that  Corsican  gentleman,  the  lady  his 
wife,  (they  all  are  so  proud,  they  disdain  shoes  and 
Btockings),  the  two  little  boys  and  the  three  Uttle 
girls,  whose  grunter  you  cruelly  exterminated — 

Col.  Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  go  to  the 
devil  1  lExit. 

Bar.  Sir,  if  I  had  any  goodness  about  me,  that 
would  not  be  my  probable  sitivation. 

lExit,  jj.  H. 


SCENE  II.— The  Interior  of  Delia  Sehhia'a  Houss 
(as  m  Scene  I.,  Act  II.) 

Enter  COLOMBA. 

Colom,  My  anxiety  is  becoming  more  distressing. 
I  have  not  yet  mentioned  to  Antonio  the  ample 
proofs  in  my  possession  to  criminate  the  Barricini. 

Enter  DUDEVANT,  E.  H. 

Dude.  Mademoiselle,  I  am  charged  by  your 
English  friends,  the  Colonel  and  Miss  Neville,  with 
many  compliments  to  you  on  their  part ;  also  to 
Lieutenant  Delia  Rebbia; 

Colom.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  but  you  have  other 
business  which  occasions  the  honour  of  this 
visit  ? 

Dude.  Why,  to  say  the  truth,  mademoiselle,  I 
wish  to  have  some  conversation  with  your  brother. 

ANTONIO  enters,  his  left  arm  in  a  sling,  L.  H. 

Colom.  (l.)  He  is  here,  sir. 

Dude,  (e.)  That  is  fortunate.  Your  humble  ser- 
vant,  Lieutenant.  Miss  Neville  has  spoken  a  great 
deal  to  me  of  you  and  your  sister ;  she  has  much 
regard  for  you  both.  I  assure  you  that,  under  a 
fascinating  exterior,  and  an  appearance  of  thought- 
less gaiety,  she  conceals  a  rare  stock  of  shrewd 
good  sense. 

Ant.  She  is  a  charming  person. 

Dude.  It  is  almost  at  her  entreaty  I  am  here.  I 
am  fully  acquainted  with  a  melancholy  history, 
which  I  woiild  gladly  refrain  from  recalling  to 
your  recollection. 

Colom.  Sir,  you  are  not  fully  acquainted  with. 
that  history. 

Ant.  My  dearest  Colomba  I 

Dude.  Since  Monsieur  Barracini  is  still  Mayor  of 
Pietranera,  and  I  am  Prefect  of  the  Department,  I 
need  not  teU  you  what  account  I  make  of  certain 
suspicions.  Barricini  would  most  earnestly  desire 
to  see  an  end  put  to  this  sort  of  hostility — that  is 
to  say,  to  this  state  of  uncertainty  in  which  you 
stand  in  respect  to  each  other. 

Colom.  There  is  no  uncertainty,  sir. 

Ant.  Desist,  I  command,  Colomba  I 

Dude.  I  should  be  delighted  to  behold  yon  on 
terms  with  Monsieur  Barricini ;  and  I  ask  you  to 
come  with  me  over  to  the  Mayor's  house,  and  let 
ns  set  the  dispute  at  rest  for  ever. 

Colom.  Never  shall  Antonio  Delia  Bebbia  cross 
the  threshold  of  a  Barricini ! 

Dude.  I  will  wait  the  decision  of  your  sobei 
judgment.  Lieutenant ;  and  I  trust  it  will  be  more 
powerful  than  the — the  suppositions  of  your 
sister. 

(^olom.  You  are  abused,  sir — you  do  not  know 
the  Mayor ;  he  is  the  craftiest  of  men. 

Ant.  Colomba,  you  are  beside  yourself  with 
passion  I 

Colom.  By  the  relics  I  placed  in  yonr  hands  this 
morning,  I  implore  you  to  listen  to  me  !  There  is 
blood  between  you  and  the  Barricini.  You  shall 
not  enter  their  doors ! 

Dude,  1  am  grieved  to  see  Mademoiselle  Colomba 
so  unreasonable. 

Ant.  Monsieur  Dudevant,  I  am  ready  to  meet 
yonr  well-intended  mediation  half-way.  I  am  the 
master  of  this  house.  Have  the  goodness  to  bring 
Monsieur  Barricini  here,  and  we  will  try  and  end 
the  quarrel. 

Dud«.  I  will  answey  that  Barricini  shall  come — ^I 
will  fetch  him  and  his  sons,  (Colomba  hastily  vihis- 
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pers  to  Saveria,  vilio  goes  off.)  It  vrill  ^ve  me  the 
liveliest  pleasure  to  put  an  end  to  the  war  between 
the  two  families.  I  will  persuade  my  friends,  and 
will  immediately  return  with  them. 

[£a;it  Lwlevant,  R.  H. 

Ant.  Colomba,  you  have  given  me  much  pain. 
You  must  cease  tormenting  me  with  this  extrava- 
gant hatred. 

Colom.  Have  pity  on  me,  brother ;  a  time  will 
arrive  when  you  will  not  think  me  reprehensible  ! 

Ant.  And  you  would  have  me  believe  the  family 
of  the  Barriciai,  are  capable  of  the  most  infamous 
villauies. 

Colom,  You  may  discover  them  when  too  late, 
i; titer  PREFECT,  BARRICINI,  ORLANDUCCIO, 

and  VINCENTELLO,  e.  h.    Antonio  hows  stiffly. 

Brigadier  of  Gendarmes  accompanies  the  Frefect. 

Dude.  There— the  first  step  accomplished ;  here 
are  the  Barricini  family  beneath  the  roof  of  their 
rivals,  and  it  is  entirely  owing  to  the  prejudices  of 
this  country,  that  the  most  inveterate  feuds  can  be 
traced  to  misconceptions.  Lieutenant  Delia 
Rebbla.  do  you  not  own  that  you  are  desirous  of 
meeting  the  Barricini  on  a  footing  of  amity. 

Colom.  It  is  impossible ! 

Dude.  Mademoiselle,  yon  will  have  much  mis- 
chief to  answer  for. 

Barri.  I  would  willingly,  in  reconciliation,  put 
forth  my  hand.  (Crosses  to  c.) 

{Antoine  is   about   to   take    it,    when 
Colomha  interveties.) 

Colom.  That  hand — never,  Antonio.  Monsieur 
Dudevant,  you  do  not  know  the  facts  of  the  case. 
You  force  me  to  relate  them. 

Barri.  A  court  of  law  has  ah-eady  pronounced 
its  decision. 

Or.  You  must  prove  your  facts  by  witnesses. 

Colom.  I  can — and  now  I  will  I  {Calls.) 
Chilina ! 

'Enter  CHILINA,  from  the  recess.    SAVERIA  also 
appears. 

Or.  And  is  this  your  witness  ? 

Colom.  Chilina,  answer  me:  where  were  you  on 
the  night  that  Colonel  Delia  Rebbia  was  shot  ? 

Chil.  In  the  hollow  way,  that  leads  to  the 
village.  I  was  carrying  grain  to  the  mUl,  when 
I  heard  the  report  of  a  gnn. 

Colom.  You  then  saw  a  man  running  with  a 
musket  in  his  hand,  bending  forward  through  a 
vineyard  path.     Did  you  see  his  face  ? 

Chil.  No  !  he  held  a  large  vine  leaf  between  his 
lips,  which  quite  concealed  his  features.  I  ran  up 
the  path,  and  there  discovered  the  poor  Colonel, 
sitting  upright,  but  bathed  in  blood.  He  rattled 
in  his  breathing,  and  was  straggling  against  de^th, 
but  could  not  utter  a  word — I  saw  plainly  he 
wished  to  speak,  but  could  not  make  himself 
understood. 

Colom.  Now,  now,  girl,  as  you  hope  for  mercy 
hereafter,  speak  the  truth. 

Cliil.  Observing  that  the  Colonel  tried  to  put  his 
hand  to  his  pocket,  I  hastened  to  take  from  it  a 
small  pocket-book,  which  I  put  open  before  him. 
The  wounded  man  took  the  pencil  from  the  pocket- 
book,  and  tried  to  write — with  great  elf  ort,  he  did 
form  several  letters — exhausted,  he  left  the 
pocket-book  in  my  hand,  which  he  pressed  strongly 
and  gazing  at  me  earnestly,  as  though  he  would 
say,  "It  is  important,  it  is  the  name  of  my 
murderer ! 

Colom.  And  that  was  the  name  of  the  assassin. 


Or,  Proved  in  open  court — the  letters  spelt 
AGOS — clearly  meaning  that  it  was  the  infamous 
bandit  Agostini — the  terror  of  the  mountain,  who 
shot  the  Colonel. 

Coloin..  Were  those  the  letters  your  saw,  Chi- 
Una  ? 

Chil.  No  ;  the  letters  traced  by  his  failing  hand 
were  B-A-R-R-I — and  the  Colonel  could  write  no 
further. 

Barri.  (Placidly.)  I  can  make  any  allowance  for 
the  violence  of  the  feelings  of  Mademoiselle 
Colomba.  But  what  this  girl  can  mean  by  this 
assertion,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand. 

Colom.  Sir !  Chilina  brought  you  the  pocket-book, 
as  you  were  chief  magistrate  of  Pietranera. 

Barri.  I  immediately  placed  the  pocket-book 
under  the  ofBcial  seal. 

Colom.  In  the  presence  of  Chilina  ? 

Cliil.  No,  no  ! — no,  indeed,  sir ! 

Barn'.  (To  Brigadier.)  I  sealed  up  the  pocket- 
book  in  yonr  presence. 

Brig.  The  Mayor  put  the  pocket-book  under 
cover,  and  sealed  it  up  befoi-e  my  eyes. 

Colom.  (Energetically.)  By  all  you  hold  sacred,  I 
beseech  you  to  declare,  did  yon  leave  the  Mayor 
alone  for  a  single  instant  ? 

Brig.  Let  me  endoavour  to  recollect. 

Colom.  Do  not  hesitate,  sir. 

Brig.  I  admit  I  went  into  an  adjoining  room  to 
get  a  sheet  of  paper  to  fold  the  book  in. 

Colom.  And  that  was  the  moment! 

Barri.  The  moment  for  what  ? 

Colom.  The  moment  of  which  yon  availed  yourself 
to  tear  the  leaf  out  of  my  father's  pocket-book, 
and  wrote  tue  letters  implicating  the  bandit 
Agostino  on  the  nest  page.  We  will  soon  see  how 
far  Agostino  was  implicated  in  the  sad  affair  ! 

(Chilina  opens  door  in  recess.  BRAN- 
DOLACCIO  and  CASTRICONI  en- 
ter. They  take  off  their  caps  respect- 
fully.   The     Mayor    and    his    sotis 

start.) 


Colom.  I  insist  on  being  heard.  (To  Castriconi.) 
Answer  me  without  reserve.  Where  were  you  on 
the  12th  of  August,  1818  ? 

Cos.  Chained  in  a  dungeon  at  Bastia.  The 
prison  register  will  prove  it. 

Colom.  You  had  a  fellow  prisoner  ? 

Cos.  I  had. 

Colom.  His  name  ? 

Cos.  Agostino— a  bandit,  like  myself.  The  pri- 
son register  will  prove  it. 

Colom.  {Triumphantly.)  It  was  on  the  12th  of 
August,  1818,  that  my  poor  father  fell.  Agostino 
was  not  his  assassin  ! 

Ant.  Ha !  where  is  Agostino  now  ? 

Cas.  Difficult  to  say. 

Bran.  You  see,  he  was  hanged  eighteen  months 
ago. 

Cas,  His  end  was  on  the  fatal  tree.  You  may 
depend  on  it,  as  much  as  he  did     Dixi ! 

Barri.  And  do  you  bring  condemned  felons  to 
accuse  me  ?  Do  your  worst.  Strong  in  a  clear 
conscience,  I  wait  till  justice  shall  have  pronounced 
its  verdict  on  your  calumnies. 

Or.  What  a  string  of  despicable  falsehoods  I 

Ant.  Do  you  address  that  language  to  my 
sister  ? 

Or.  To  whom  else,  I  wonder  ? 

Ant.  (In  a  lower  tone.)  Your  father  is  an  old 


man  I  could  crnsli  with  a  blow.    It  is  for  you  I 
intend  tMs— for  the  insult  to  my  sister. 

(Antonio  s'rikes  Orlanduccio  with  his 
gauntlet  on  the  face.  Orlanduccio 
and  Vincentello  draw  daggers.  Co- 
loniba,  as  Orlanduccio  is  going  to  stab 
Antonio,  u'rests  the  dagger  from 
Orlanduccio,  and  throws  it  away. 
Bro.nii olaccio  and  Castriconi  produce 
long  hnives,  and  stand  over  the 
Mayor's  sons,  menacing.  Chiltna 
runs  and  lochs  the  door,  preventing 
the  Brigadier  from  calling  the  .Gen- 
darmes.) 
Ant.  I  am  at  last  convinced.  Barricini,  I  have 
now  a  fearful  charge  to  bring  against  you. 

Barri.  And  I,  Delia  Rebbia,  will  prosecute  you 
for  conspiracy  with  bandits  and  ambuscade. 
Meanwhile,  the  Prefect  wiU  commend  you  to  the 
gendarmes. 

Dude.  The  Prefect  wiU  do  his  duty,  and  see  that 
public  order  be  not  disturbed  at  Pietranera.  Open 
the  door,  I  say ! 

Bran.  (Bowing  to  Prefect.)  Sir,  it  is  customary 
amongst  us,  when  we  meet  at  the  house  of  a  com- 
mon friend,  to  give  each  other  half  an  hour's  truce 
at  parting. 

Cos.  We  are  not  anxious  for  an  introduction  to 
the  gendarmes.  I  am  proud  to  have  made  your 
acquaintance,  on  the  word  of  a  Baccalaureus 
Divinitatis. 

[Exeunt. 
Or.  Delia  Eebbia,  we  shall  meet  again  ! 

[Barricini  and  Yvncentello  look  uith 
hatred  at  Colomha  and  Antonio,  and 
go  off  at  door  with  Orlanduccio — the 
Brigadier  follows. 

Dude.  What  a  country  ! — what  a  country ! — 
what  a  country !  {Runs  against  old  Savexia.)  Oh, 
what  a  cursed  country ! 

Ant.  Nature  has  committed  a  great  mistake  in 
making  you  a  woman,  Colomba.  You  would  have 
formed  a  capital  soldier. 

Coloni.  May  be  so,  dear  brother ;  but  a  sister's 
love  will  watch  over  you. 

Ant.  If  I  don't  succeed  in  bringing  old  Barricini 
to  the  gibbet,  I  will  settle  the  matter  in  another 
way — hot  ball  or  cold  iron !  You  see  I  have  not 
forgot  Corsican. 

Colom.  You  are  again  my  own  brave  Antonio ! 

\_E:dt  Colomba - 

Ant.  I  can  now  write  my  challenge  to  Or- 
landuccio. Yes,  this  shall  be  the  proposition. 
{Writes, and  reads  aloud.)  "You  must  be  eager  for 
a  meeting  with  me.  Come  directly  to  the  ruined 
tower,  in  the  vaUey  of  Acquaviva.  They  say  you 
are  a  good  shot ;  so  bring  your  pistols.  To  pre- 
vent interruption,  our  meeting  shall  be  alone  in 
the  tower.  Fail  not  as  you  value  your  courage  !^ 
Amtonio."  Saveria — (/olds  note) — I  want  Chilina, 
who  is  a  discreet  messenger,  instantly  to  carry 
this  letter  as  directed — to  be  delivered  into  his  own 
hands.  [Exit  Saveria  with  letter.}  And  at  this 
critical  time  Miss  Neville  will  share  the  shelter  of 
our  roof.  The  Egyptian  ring.  She — she  bade  me 
look  on  it  when  desperate  feelings  overcame  me. 
Such  feelings  now  pervade,  I  regarded  this  ring 
as  a  talisman  of  happiness,  and  I  now  am  about  to 
Infringe  on  its  hitherto  hallowed  charm. 

[Exit  Antonio. 
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SCENE  111.— Straggling  Village  Street,  Pietranera. 
— On  the  drop  are  painted,  at  extreme  ends,  the 
dwellings,  with  turrets,  of  Delia  Rehhia  and 
Barricini. 
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Or.  A  blow,  and  in  the  presence  of  so  many  wit- 
nesses— a  blow  from  Delia  Rebbia !  Oh,  disgrace ! 
I  shall  writhe  in  agony  until  I  am  revenged. 

Enter  CHILINA,  b.h. — she  goes  up  to  him. 

How  now,  girl  ? 

Chil.  A  letter  for  you,  sir.  {He  talces  it,  and 
reads.)  I  know  not  whether  you  wiU  entrust  an 
answer  back  by  me. 

Or.  As  an  imp  of  mischief  and  ill-luck,  yes.  Tell 
Delia  Rebbia  I  accept  his  invitation,  and  that  I 
will  meet  him  at  the  appointed  place.    Begone  ! 

Chil.  Oh,  mercy  on  us!  what  grins,  growls,  and 
frowns ! 

[Chilina  runs  off,  e.  h. 

Or.  Should  I  fail,  my  brother  Vincentello  shall 
lay  in  wait  for  him.  Now  home  for  my  unerring 
pistols.    Antonio,  your  hours  are  numbered! 

Enter  BARNABY,  l.  h.,  in  servayit's  great-coat, 
carpet  hag,  umhrella. 

Bar.  Sir,  signbr,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  there  are 
not  any  names  on  the  streets  here;  I  have  lost 
myself ;  I  am  just  come  home  from  Mademoiselle 
Colomba  India  Rubber's  house — I  think  they  call 
her  ;  as  they  have  not  any  gentlemen's  gentleman's 
bedroom,  I  am  looking  out  for  a  roost. 

Or.  I  have  neither  patience  nor  temper  to  reply 
to  your  unintelligible  jargon. 

[Exit  Orlanduccio,  e.  h. 

Bar.  CivU,  nice  young  fellows  these  Corsicans. 
I  shan't  forget  your  black-muzzled  face  in  a  hurry. 
Why  the  Colonel  and  Miss  should  have  journeyed 
to  such  a  place  as  this  ?  Looks  like  a  cursed  bad 
Brentford,  without  Hazard's  brewery.  No  brewery, 
and  all  the  hazard,  and  I  am  sent  to  sleep  where  I 
can!  {Chilina  crosses,  K.  H.  to  L.  H.)  Oh,  what  a 
bit  of  luck!  Yonder  there  is  che  little  fmitist, 
whose  heart  I  charmed  at  Ajacky.  Here,  I  say, 
miss,  my  dear  ! 

Chil.  Why,  what  has  brought  you  to  this  place 
at  this  hour  ? 

Bar.  A  broken-winded  mule  !  I  am  a  lost  yonng 
man,  nnless  you  will  take  compassion  on  me,  and 
tell  me  where  I  am  to  put  up  for  the  night.  I,  in 
return,  will  put  up  with  anything. 

Ch^'K  I  fear  we  have  no  hotel  fit  for  a  London 
liveryman. 

Bar.  Where  do  yoii  reside,  my  dear  ?  Does  your 
mamma  let  lodgings  for  single  gentlemen  ?  I'U 
keep  good  hours,  and  shan't  want  a  latch-key. 

Chil.  1  can  oif  er  you  no  shelter  myself;  but  if 
yon  cross  yonder  broken-down  bridge,  go  up  the 
gully — step  your  way  on  the  stones  across  the 
marsh — but  mind  yon  don't  sink  in — hold  fast  by 
the  rushes 

Bar.  Hold  fast  by  the  mshes  ? 

Chil.  Yon  will  come  to  a  cottage  without  window 
and  chimney,  where,  if  they  are  very  hospitable, 
they  will  allow  yon  to  repose  on  the  mud  floor. 
Good  night ! 

[Exit  Chilina. 

Bar.  What  a  tempting  bed-room  !  Hey,  miss  ? 
Halloa!  G-one?  I'll  follow  that  Corsican  young 
lady  wherever  she  goes,  and  as  she  is  pretty,  she 
shall  have  the  benefit  of  my  experience,    I'll  keep 
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her  in  Bigtt,  and  gratify  her  car  with  a  Swish 
melody ! 

[Sings   "  Striss    Mountain  call,    ludi- 
crously, and  exit  after  Chilina, 

SCENE    IV.— The  Pine   Forest,  as   before— Moon 
shines  between  trees. 


BRANDOLACCIO  and  CASTRICONI  discovered, 
smoking. 

Bran.  My  dear  Cur^,  I  tell  you  it  is  ominous ! 
We  shall  have  no  sleep  to-night !  Did  you  not  see 
three  ravens  fly  over  the  pines  ? 

Cos.  Had  there  been  four,  what  care  I  ? 

Bran.  Four  ravens,  and  I  should  not  have  cared. 
Three  together  denote  that  a  death  will  soon 
happen. 

Cas.  For  the  want  of  a  classsical  education,  my 
comrade,  you  are  imbued  with  superstition  I 

Bran.  And  with  your  classical  education,  my 
comrade,  you  believe  in  nothing  ! 

Cos.  Corrigenda ! 

Bran.  Leave  o£f  larding  with  Latin.  We  shall 
have  some  fighting  to-night.  Colomba  stirred  up 
the  Mayor,  and  the  Mayor  stirred  np  the  Prefect, 
and  the  Prefect  will  stir  up  the  gendarmes,  and 
the  gendarmes  will  stir  up  us  I 

Barnahy.  (Sings  without,  l.  h.)  "0  hi  o— el  O 
hi  o— ee!" 

Bran.  What's  that  ?— an  owl  ? 

{Seizes  his  gun.) 

Cas.  A  human  owl!  Some  spy!  To  our  covert, 
quick  1 

[Barnaby  sings.— They  retreat  through 
the  opening  in  the  forest. 
Enter  CHILINA. 

Chil.  That  foreign  fool  is  evidently  pursuing  me. 
If  his  rashness  leads  him  into  a  little  scrape,  it  is 
no  fault  of  mine  ! 

Barnaby.  {Sings  without.)  "I'm  your  merry 
Swiss  boy,  tol  de  roll " 

Chil.  I  hope  my  uncle  won't  pop  him  off  1 

Enicr  BARNABY,  l.  h. 
Bar.  I  have  caught  you  at  last.  Why  didn't 
you  stop  when  I  told  you  I  had  something  per- 
tikler  to  say  ?  How  I  have  been  winded  up  this 
mountain,  and  now  it  feels  as  if  I  should  be  blowed 
down  again  I  Give  me  your  hand !  {Chilina  evades 
him.)  La !  what  a  coy  Corsican !  Are  you  aware 
that  the  young  female  nobility  of  Genoa  used  to 
pull  out  their  long  hairpins,  and  fight  each  other 
with  them,  to  see  who  should  get  me  for  a  lover  ? 
And  they  never  left  off  the  battle  till  one  of  the 
dear  creters  was  killed,  pinned  to  the  earth ! 
Come,  here,  I  insist!  {Chilina  spri?igs  through  the 
opening.  That  won't  do.  I'll  show  her  what 
British  perseverance  is!  Faint  heart  never  won 
fair  lady ! 

(Barnaby  ts  about  to  follow  her,  when 
BRANDOLACCIO     and     CASTRI- 
CONI appear,  armed,  and  each  with 
a  vine-leaf  in  his  mouth.    They  coUor 
Baniaby,  who  is  much  alarmed.) 
Bran.   The  illustrious  foreigner,  I  believe,  in- 
tended to    repose  here   to-night?      We,  sir,  are 
your  valets,  and  shall  have  the  honour  to  undress 
you.    Castriconi,  take  great  care  of  this  hat,  and 
put  a  stick  in  it,  to  keep  it  in  shape.     {Removes 
Bamahy's  hat.)     Now  this  outside  coat.     {They 
take  it  off .)  What! — what  dreadful  extravagance 
Tico    coats,    I    declare  I      (The    bandits    take   oj 
Barnaby' s  coat.)    Perfectly  useless ! 


Cas.  There  surely  cannot  be  a  waistcoat  under 

this.     How  can  the  gentleman  bear  such  weight  ? 
{Pulls  the  waistcoat  off.)  Mere  exuvicel 
Bar.  What  will  they  take  off  next  ? 
Bran.  This  is  merely  an  exchange,  sir ;  we  will 
present  you  with  more  fitting  habiliments  for  this 
climate. 

hir.  Stay,  you  are  committing  breeches  of  the 
peace !  Help,  help,  I  say !  Where's  the  Corsican 
police  ? 

Bran.  One  word  more,  and  a  bullet  will  enter 
one  of  your  ears. 

Cos.  And  come  out  of  the  other.  Bring  him  this 
way  to  our  wardrobe.  We  won't  send  him  off 
without  an  outfit. 

{Music— They  lift  Barnaby,  struggling, 

through  the  opening— Chilina  rushes 

out,  and  off  at  the  side.) 

Bran.    {Without.)    When  at  Rome,  do  as  they 

do  in  Rome.       In  Corsica,  every  one  should  wear 

the  national  costume.     Now  you  look  something 

Uke, 

(They  push  Barnaby  on,  attired  in  a 

very     ragged     bondit's      dress — old 

pointed  cap.) 

Bar.  Something  like  what?     A  scarecrow! — A 

mawkin  to   frighten  the    birds   from    the    peas! 

What  is  this,  sticking  like  a  marrow-bone,  in  the 

pocket  of   this  elegant    jacket?       {Takes  out  a 

pistol.)      They  would  not  have  parted  with  this  if 

they  had  not  been    too    busy  in    smugging  my 

clothes.    The  villains !     Was  there  ever  anything 

so  hoirdacious  ?     Sweet  gentlemen,  have  pity  on 

me! 

(Barnaby  turns,  ond  8e«s  both  bandits 
presenting  their  guns  at  him — ht 
shrielss,  and  scampers  off.) 

SCENE  THE  LAST.— Interior  of  the  Old  Tower  of 
Acquaviva. — Moon  seen  through  the  window. — 
Wide  chimney  and  hearth. — Music— Loud  rap- 
ping outside  door. 

Colonel  Neville.  {Without.)  Ahoy! — ahoy! — any. 
body  dwell  here  ?    We  have  lost  oar  way. 

Enter  COLONEL  NEVILLE  and  LYDIA,  in 
a  riding-habit. 

I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  intruding,  good 
people. 

Lyd.  {Looliing  round.)  It  appears  that  the  good 
people,  whoever  they  may  be,  are  not  at  home. 

CoJ.  Lydia,  I  hope  your  passion  for  romance 
is  now  completely  gratified ;  you  would  be  positive 
that  we  could  not  miss  the  track,  and  now  as 
positively  we  may  be  ten  or  fifteen  miles  from  no- 
where. 

iyd.  But  are  you  not  repaid  by  the  sight  of  this 
antique  and  picturesque  tower?  Perhaps  the 
feudal  hall  of  the  original  Caporali. 

Col.  Repaid,  my  dear,  after  all  my  fatigue? 
No,  unless  I  could  see  a  good  hot  supper  and  a 
bottle  of  old  claret.     Repaid,  indeed ! 

Lyd.  Behold  that  lovely  light  and  shade ! 

Col.  A  mere  matter  of  moonshine!  You 
insisted,  too,  that  I  should  send  forward  that 
conceited  ass — my  man  Barnaby — to  annonnce  our 
arrival  to  the  Delia  Rebbias. 

Lyd.  I  am  glad  he  has  gone.  He  destroyed  by 
his  silly  vulgarity  any  poetic  feeling  that  might 
arise  from  a  novel  or  beautiful  landscape  I 
delight  to  view  everything  with  the  eye  of  aa 
artist. 
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Col.  The  eye  of  an  artist  won't  find  you  your 
night-cap,  my  dear  Lydia; 

Lyd,  Oh,  perhaps  we  shall  encounter  some 
peasant  who  will  guide  us  to  Pietranera. 

Col.  But  then  again,  you  see,  we  may  not ;  and 
as  for  remounting  the  horses,  not  knowing  an 
atom  of  the  road,  we  may  chance  to  discover  our- 
selves at  the  bottom  of  one  of  their  ravines,  where 
the  torrent  rushes  twenty  miles  a  minute. 

I/yd.  Exciting  indeed  1 

Col.  Exciting!  Give  me  a  good  old  English 
ditch,  covered  with  duckweed.  (Door  opens. — 
Music.)  Somebody! — somebody,  by  all  that's 
lucky ! 

Enter  COLOMBA,  wrapped  in  her  mezzara. 

Colom.  The  combatants  are  not  here. 

Lyd.  (Approaching  her.)  Why,  it  is  our  dear 
friend  Colomba !  This  is  indeed  fortunate !  But 
how,  Colomba,  could  you  have  imagined  to  have 
found  us  in  this  dilapidated  building  ? 

Colom.  I  must  tell  the  truth,  my  dear  Miss 
Neville.  I  came  hither  in  the  hope  of  preventing 
a  hostile  meeting  in  which  my  brother  is  a  party. 
He  has  challenged  a  Barricini. 

Col.  That's  the  right  mode,  my  brave  lieutenant  I 
Settle  the  matter  honourably  ! 

Lyd.  Ah,  Colomba,  you  are  the  guardian  genius 
of  Delia  Eebbia  I 

Colom.  But  I  fear  the  guardian  genius  is  mis- 
directed to-night.  So  I  must  do  myself  the  plea- 
sure  to  conduct  you,  my  friends,  to  our  home. 

Col.  And  some  supper,  Colomba.  I  am  so 
hungry,  I  could  eat  the  gull  you  shot. 

Colom.  Come,  I  can  lead  you  by  a  short  route  to 
Pietranera.  This  is  not  the  most  hospitable 
meeting ;  but  it  has  happened  by  accident.  Please 
yon  follow  me,  dear  friends.  {She  goes  to  door, 
opens  it,  shows  them  out.)     I  must  again  return. 

[Colombo /oHoics  at  door. 

Music. — The  head    of  BARNABY  is  seen,  in  the 
moonlight,  at  the  window.    He  climbs  through. 

Born.  Oh,  why  was  I  so  wenturesome  ?  Never 
contented  untU  I  get  myself  into  a  neU  of  a 
nobble  1  Here's  a  place !  a  house  of  call  for  niijht- 
birds.  Oh,  for  home,  if  it  was  only  to  be  up  to 
the  bussum  in  a  Bermondsey  tan-pit.  Footsteps — 
footsteps  coming  this  way.  Perhaps  those  strip- 
ping, strapping  chaps  again.  I'll  hide ;  let's  see, 
here's  a  chimney  wide  enough  to  climb  into,  and 
I'm  sore  I  shan't  spoil  my  soot  of  clothes. 

(Barnaby  crouils  up  chimney  ;  u;hen  he 

is  at  a  certain  height,  the  front  bricfe- 

work  is  broken  away,  and  his  head  is 

seen  through.    The   door   is   pushed 

open,  and  ANTONIO  and  ORLAN- 

DUCCIO  enter  with  pistols.    Antonio 

closes  the  door  and  bolts  it.) 

Ant.  The  survivor  can  unfasten  that!    Come, 

sir,  let  us  take  our  positions.    I  will  place  myself 

against  this  wall — you  take  your  station  on  tbe 

opposite  side.     (Orlaiiduccio  steps  fo  the  wall.)    In 

this  immediate  quarrel  I  was  the  aggressor,  you 

therefore  are  to  fire  first.     I  am  prepared  I     (Or- 

londuccio  discharges  his  pistol.)    Missed  me ! 

{A  black  cloud  suddenly  obscures  the 
moon.  Orlanduccio  instead  of  stand- 
ing to  receive  the  fire  of  Delia  Bebbia, 
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suddenly  drops  to  the  ground,  and  in 
the  dark,  creeps  to  the  chimney,  which 
he  ascends.    The  moon  reappears.) 
Ha  I  gone ! — Barricini,  coward  !  where  are  you— 
fled  ?    The  door,  too,  stUl  bolted.     The  villain 
knows  the  spot  well.     I  have  a  second  pistol.    I 
will  fire  this  at  random  up  yonder  chimney ! 
Bar.  Oh,  lauk  a  mercy ! 

Ant.  Ha  !  the  rascal  is  there.  (.4ntonio  fires  up 
the  chimney — Urlanduccio  drops  wounded.)  Pol- 
troon, you  have  received  your  just  reward. 

Bar.  How  I  am  obligated  to  him !   what  a  stop 
gap! 
Ant,  I,  the  survivor — ^now  unbolt  the  door. 

(Music. — When  Antonio  opens  the  door, 
he  starts  back,  for  old  BARRICINI 
OTidVINCBNTELLO,  uitth/oUoujers, 
are  seen  in  the  moonlight,  armed.) 
Vin.  Down,  down  with  Delia  Rebbia  1 

(They  surround  ond  attack  Antonio, 
who  defends  himsel/  bravely  ;  two  of 
the  Partizans  suddenly  seize  Antonio, 
and  hold  him  with  his  head  back. 
Yincentello  is  about  to  draw  his  knife 
across  Antonio's  throat,  when  Barnaby 
(from  the  chimney)  shoots  Finceiit- 
ello,  who  falls,  writhing.) 
Bar.  (Popping  his  head  out.)  I  hope  you  are  not 
seriously  inconvenienced ! 

(Borricini    and     the    Partizans   again 
ferociously  attack  .intonio.) 
Borri.  Now,  my  mortal  foe,  thy  hour  is  come. 
Close  the  door ! 

Ant.  Assassins !  murder  me,  as  in  cold  blood 
you  killed  my  father !  Cowards,  dastards,  do  your 
worst,  I  am  prepared  to  meet  his  death. 

(As  thiy  are  about  to  bolt  the  door, 
COLOMBA  rushes  in.  She  evades 
all  the  stabs  intended  for  Delia 
Rebbia — is  gioing  herself  up  for  lost, 
when  BRANDOLACCIO  and  CAS- 
TRICONI  force  their  way  through 
the  window.) 
Cos.  Bella,  horrida  bella !  War  to  the  knife's 
point  I 

Bran.  Our  enemies  have  fired  all  the  out-build- 
ings !  C-Eed  glare.) 
Ant.  At  once  now  end  the  feuds  of  the  families, 
let  us  conquer  or  die ! 

Colom.  Barricini  1  Remember  the  twelfth  of 
August.  Remember  your  forgery.  Yonr  sons 
have  paid  their  father's  debt.  Behold  the  reward 
of  your  guilt. 

(Borricini  party  uiifhout — "  My  sons, 
death    to    Antonio!"       Shots    and 
explosion. — A  portion  of  the  wall  of 
the  Tower  falls  with  a  crash.    DUDB- 
VANT,    BRIGADIER,  and  GEND- 
ARMES   appear,    overpowering    the 
assailants.      The     COLONEL     and 
MISS  NEVILLE  follow.     Barricini 
is  seized  by  two  soldiers.) 
Dude.  Barricini,  you  are  arrested  on  charge  of 
murder ! 
Bran.  Shout,  comrades  I 
Omnes.  Hurrah  !     Yiva  Leola  Colomba  ! 

(Miss  Neville  rushes  to  Antonio — tdbleau.) 
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hearsed 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


AMAliOiSANCES. 

W.  CLARKSON, 

Wig  Contractor  to  all  the  London  Theatres  and  Miwic  Halls. 


Cheapei 


Largest    Showrooms    in   London,    and 
House  in  the   World. 

AMATEUR  AND  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS  ATTENDE 

In  Town  or  Country-thoroughly  Competent  Men  sent 
Terms  Moderate. 
ery  Description  of  Wigs,  Beards,  Ac,  for  Sale  or  Hire.    Elegant  Fancy  Wies  for  Iteil 
Dress  BaUs.     Masks,  Giant  Heads,  &c.,  &c.,  in  endless  vanetyl^^  ^ 


„  .,    „,    ^  Testimonial  from  Mrs.  tangtry. 

"  Mr.  Clarksen,—  — o     j.  ^      t  Ort^hn    tmm 

.«  fir.t  Jl  i.Ti  *  l'°^».*°  !fy  the  three  wigs  you  made  me  are  completely  satisfact^,  Md  roi  i 
le  first  wig  maker  who  has  been  able  to  suit  me.— Yours  faithfnUy,  •»^"«^J'.  ana  you  i 

^_^  "  LILLIE  LANGTRY." 

THEATRICAL  PROPERTIES  FOR  SALE  AND  HIRE. 


_  s.  d 

Bald  Wifrs,  new         ...  12  61 

Dress  Wigs     „           ...  \i  g 

Scratch  Wigs  „           ...  7  6 

Charles  Wigs      ...    ISs.  to  2.5  01 

Orey  Flowing  Wig    ISs.  to  25  0 

Oourt  Wig        15  o| 

Clown's  Wigs 9  6i 

Chinese  Scalp 9  6! 

Nigger  Wigs,  plain    ...  16 

„            Brutus...  2  0 

„            Spring...  3  6 

Beards  and  Moustaches  2  0 

Whiskers,  per  pair      ...  1  6 

Moustaches        ..    ls.6d.  &  1  9 

Oreme  ImperatiTO      ...  2  0 


Indian  Ink         0 

Gold,  Silver,  and  Diamond 

Powders       1 

Magique     Shaving      l^amps 

(producing  boUing  water 

in  3  minutes)  2s.  6d.  &  5 
Monches,    or    Patches     for 

Powder  Costumes...  0 
Gold  and  Silver  Hairpins  0 
Bridal  Boqnet  Bloom  ...  3 
Glycerine  and  Cucumber       1 

Bloom  of  Roses 1 

Cox's  Curling  Fluid      ...        3 

Blanc  de  Perte  Liquid...        0 

,,  in  boxes       0 


s.  d. 


Cosmetiqne,  black        ...        0 

Curling  Irons     i 

Eye  Pencils         o 

Grease  Paints  (German  and 

English)       0 

Golden    Fluid   ( for    dyeing 
the  hair  Golden )    ...        3 

Hares'  Feet         o 

Make  up  Boxes    1/9,  3/6.  k  4 
Prepared  Chalk...     per  lb.  0 

Rou^e       0 

Spirit  Gum         3d.,  6d.,  and  1 

Vaseline per  lb.  1 

Cocco  Buttei      1 

Giant  Powder  Puffs     6d.  *  1 


c-A-Tj^iiOa-TJEs    :fk<ee. 


'V^.        O  Ij  .A.  H.  EL  S  O  lO", 

Theatrical    and    Mechanical    Wig    MakerJ 

46,    WELLINGTON    STREET,    STBAND,    LONDON,    W.C 
Agbwt  for  •'  DICKS'  STANDABD  PLAYS." 
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Peake,  Richard  Brinsley 

Leola  Colomba,  the 
Cor si can  maid   Original 
complete  ed. 
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